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HER HUSBAND THRUST HER ROUGHLY aWaY, ‘‘ KEEP YOUR AFFECTION FOR ORMSBY |" HE SAID, COARSELY, f 


nod allow visita until I gave my word I| ‘'Of course all your discomfort Is of your own 
A DAUGHTER OF THE PEOPLE, intended honoarably by J “ ! working,” eo otieer remarked, potetee coldly, 
—— “Thay acted dlscreetly,” aald Maurice Orms . | “and it is scarcely fair to lay the onus of your 
“A filrtation with a man of your rank would | folly on Lady Greatorex. ving married her 
{A NOVELETTE,.) have been social degradation to the girl.” iv is your daty to do your best with and for her ; 
“Social 1” my lord orled, scorn- | I cannot biind to what Ie right, although 
ets, 5 fully ; “are porte of that? Their | { pity your distress. I have formed « sort of 
OHAPTER °I sensibilities are lees ours, their natures | idea as to ‘my lady's’ appearance, Is ib correct 
coarser, Miss Walters and Jean were only very | Very pretty fa a commonplace atyle,. with man- 
“Mr was an abter mietoke, Maurice, pico Ao Cnet is Mere have generously | ners that scarcely escape being vulgar; with 
( I not coufess it to avy bat termed them I've fiom Bogene Reese Wet aeetes eeen & sabeek Gad, ad 0 
You asked for the reason of my absence as long as I could,-and now we are here, I am | love of the aspirate In curfous places," 
ved la pais «: theaty Sen My wife ts | ashamed to meeé old friends, and dread the time | ‘' You shall see for yourself,” my lord answered, 
‘af the people ; ' I her from a Westend | when I mast Lary Pe age concerning ‘ my | and summoued " my lady” to the smoking-room, 
show-room, lady’s’ birth and I would willingly | although Maurice Ormsby protested against {t as 
“You must have been mad, For her helf my fortune to leave me and hide | doing the lady an fn 
even w ean 
Greatorex ; he In love with with an alr of commiseration,” ** my lady” to appear. . 
she would to I hed toaay antil “ As regards her antecedents, yes; she herself; Toere was the soft sweep of a woman's skirts 
had spoken first to her aunt, a old | is too wise to give me any complaint, aees 20k Whee Wet Skee was opened, sad 
oslied Miss Walters. ee ee Having won a position, means to keep it," | Maurice Ormeby, when he saw a perfect of 
falrly made me marry my wife The sunt disgustedly. ’ feminine thought the meseage had 
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fia, and this could nob be his friend's 
sere. to 


@ould febl ashamed of euch « woman if 
an@-speech corresponded with her 
beauty? She was tall, with a head-prondly up- 
borne, and her face wae the loveliesb Maurice had 
ever seen, and surrounded by a halo of golden- 
brown hair, the heavy cofle of which seemed 
almost too ‘massive for the small head; ‘her 
complexion was very fair, and -her eyea deep 
violet, shadowed by long, dark lasher, and In 
thelr wonderfal depths there. was a look. of 
suppreesed anguish, of patient endurance. 

When Maurice caw her, his first feeling was of 
unbounded admiration and wonder; hie next 
was that of pity, for the lady advancing said, in 
low, almost pleading tones,— 

"You sent for te, Frederick,” and throvgh 
her voloe there ran a tremor as of ‘tears, but 
hardly eu le 

With scant ceremony my lord answered, 

“This le my friend, Maurice Ormeby—Bady 
Greatorex.” : ' 

My lady bowed, but did not extend» her white 
hand to Maurice, neither did she say any word 
of welcome, and but for the shadow om her face 
he would have thought her a beatttifal statue, o 
lovely, stupid woman, . ~ 


“I am very glad to meet ” the young 
man said ; and I have so long been friends 
that I take an interest fp all we once 
were like brothers.” : 

Perhaps my did nob consider this much 
of a recommend for her face grew a shade 
colder az courteoas 


answered, ly,— 
“Being 20 old friend you will find us: always 
giad to see you.” 
The tone was refined and gentle, and Maurice 
was uuwilling to beljewe that Fred’s discomford 


"Tid anfil eight; then I concluded you had 


dined. or were dining at the wlub, and eo bad fb 
ee ae 
\, .* Rather lonely for you, but you itke solitude,” 


and. with « look, she understood, ber lord dis- 


mlesed her. 
* Well,” he vo OL ap-wer gd to Maurice, | a3, 


nimeat before the 
have seen her $”. 

*' Yee, and maintain that if she is as good as 
she is beaatifal and refined you should be a happy 
man!” 


Closed wpon her, “ you 


“Probably that will be the opinion of most of 
my wale Shakes but I have learned to prize 
birth above beauty—like a fool I have learned It 
too late |” 

"Does birth rank before goodness with 
too {” questioned Maurice, somewhat cyni ° 
“Oh, goodness Is s negative virtue; 
are only good who have no temptation to be 

evil,” 

“That fs av extremely nice idea!” Maurice 
said, knocking the ashes off his cigar. “ Look 
here, Fred, 1 said I didn’t believe In tmequal 
martiages ; nelther do I—and for several very 
good reasons. Ong ts, that the woman is usually’ 
pretty at@ vulgar, and eventually dieguste her 
nasbaod add makes her children ashamed to call 
her mother. On the other hand, she fs good, 
refined, and loving, but her huvbahd wearies of 
her, regrets hie so-called mésallfance, and reminds 
her uently of the low estat: from which he 
raised ‘her; Hence comes heartburnings end 
g on the wile’s part 
b of the 4 and leave her husband 

beet for a Woman to marry In her 


to pays 
free, Th 
own Yank." " : 

“There I agree with you. Confound it! why 
ign’t, there a law te prevent patricians fnter-. 
matrying with plebelatie 

- atriclans may pleases thenmselves {n, 
their choice of wives; smd you seem to forget 

® World boas*s has 







too | 


you -would 
for | tragic sén iment, Jean. Sing a 





cae Tae You look 


Lord Frederick yawned ; his frfend had grown 
and Wearled Bi. 


to us,” with an odious air of propriétorship. 
Jpon my word, Fred, you talk like a slave- 
owner!” saying which tice followed hia host 
into the drawing-room, where ‘‘ my Isdy” was 
nitting before a bright fire, shading her face with 
& Monee Tndian rye vere or a ood 

aurice saw.at.a glance anoceu 
band lay clenetand upon her knee, and that the 
shadow {in her eyes-had darkened. Bu! she- 
smiled faintly as she looked towards her hus- 
band, and moved her skirts to leave his passage 
to the fire free; he took up his position on the 
fieecy white rug, and said, with that intolerable 
slr of command that grated upon Maurice 

Ormaby's keener sensibili \ies,— a ane] 

" Sting to ur, Jean!” waa 

The young man watched for some covert eign 
c- e but ane noue, although “my lady” 
bearing of a very woman. 
She ald So as 


** Only s Women's hair, 
A fair lock 
But where 
Where 


“ Perhape she is 
Perhaps she 





fair. 


in an aloiost mecha: 
coralng © Babiana sung ™ Nady 


ed . feline ara te 





glance deprecatingly at Frederick. viata 
At this momenta youth of nineteen was an- 


nounced ; he stood bia and confused in the 
doorway until ‘my lord” forward and 
grasped his hand warmly, 

‘© Why, Oliver, iad, I scarcely recognized you | 
When I left you were fn Eton jackets 
and now you sport a moustache! I didn’t expect 
to see you for somedayei” » . 

Oh, I was in town and only just heard of 
your arrival, so came up at once. 1 haven’t for- 
gotten your generous tips, Fred,” laughing and 


ware cod belbtesked ey eyes met “ my 


Freder! sk at oftee Introduced them. 
“This is Oliver Grestorex, my cousin and helr- 


; , 
wan fast be- | ¢ 
*“Thady O'Fiynn,” and 00 


“You have very keen eyes, she angered, 
om’ “If you are to be my frequent ‘visitor 
—and TE hops you are—I must keep strict watch 
and ‘ward over my featares.”No, you “@id nov 
hurt me, only you reminded me that while 
Frederick. has many friends to welcome him 
back I have none; that ts sad.” 
“Then it was for your sake he kept away !” 


with boy teh persistency. 

Yes, for my sake,” and the shadows deepened 
in the lovely, sad eyes, Saddenly she went 
little. towards the lad...“ Oliver, did your 
guardian never tell you my origin t” 

“He sald—he —forgive me, cousin—that 
Fred had married beneath him. I think that fs 
apyone knows of you. You are not angry 

bfoc speakin the truth }” 

-~ oe . “Fam going to tell you 
whod war, and then ff you choose you 














me I have been afraid for Frederick, lest 
I make him ashamed of me,” and 
Frederick cut in savagely,— 


How 7 times am I to express my hatred 


scenes 

“My lady” drew her hand from Ormsby’s, 
and sat down toying with her screen, and young 
Oliver’s heart was hot against his cousia when he 
saw the tears rise to the violet and boew 
that Jean's habit of strong 


Fe 


at-law; this is my wife,” and tone changed | longer, and after thelr adien they went 

on be apes lott tose Wee “Do you know | out together into 

Ormsby 7” : ** Frederick has for the worse,” the 
“ Yes.” -| lad sald to his silent companion. ‘ How brutal 
Oh, well, there fs no need,for any farther | he fs to his wife!” 1" 

formality 1” "Poor soul! Heaven knows what he 
” Young Oliver looked at his cousin's wife with | makes her suffer, But you, Gr minst not 

honest, boyish wdmiration, and after a }ittle beal- | in ‘between ; ol ara 

tation sat down beside her, leaving the two men | ever done by medistion between man snd wife— 

to thelr own devices. varely: Oruel ay it may neither 


I thought he would never return, Wh: 
ag hag ‘fo long 3” $ 
hot (oy read ot bal 
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T saresd friend 
Grestorex Aad he | countiy /” in- 

Uy T waa,” diplomat not knowing 
te has ben Masto’s : ; 


ht go ne 


was not a favourite of his, despite her 


face, blue eyes, and yellow hair, , 
rhea of saree you raed’ to revt bla “2 
alte you. posing es Jovsthan to 
David. Did you.see ila wite 1” 

“You,” tere 


“ And is she beputltul}” with an arch gland 


inte bia sombre 
“Very : the 
seen— wi 


beantlfal woman I have ever 
exception of Miss Munro,” he 


added, aa id cliee leaks: and bowed low to 


ber. een “ 
alee wet ett ts 


the marriage was eo very secret, and Lord 

torex has ebsented himself jland 90 

long I he ig ashamed of her.” p 
“You w be less Inclined to such a sup: 


fertaion Dod. nap, at 


Lady Greatorex and heard 


Velentine Manro ficahed slightly at the tacit 
conveyed. 


rebake his yoice 


"Ati ie ateh 
~~ ler 
your 







ch. a par ig 
may thad; bat I msintain that she 


ner For my own 


table} and I consider 


& 
premature,” coldly. . 


fortunate to have won on for a cham- 








shah tee ates eyes fa bot dile whl 


nip. Jorn sullen t 
Mat ee ee 


near you b 
_me_belleve I must 


pheahe lets 
to the drawing. 





of this ev 


: 


Her Grace fs that woman.” 
| Hts 





work incalenlsblec harm. She was grscious to me 
because she bad an end fn view, 
What can that end be?” 

Anxious to solve this question he joined Valen- 
tine directly he pebrwaat the drawing-room, but 
she was too astute to think admiration of her 
charras {mpelled him to this course. She was 
beautiful, but long ago she had been told Maurice 
Ormaby had sald,— 

“If there were no other'woman fn the world 
I would not marry. Valentine Munro,” 

She had Rot forgiven bim for thab onincky 

although she invariably assumed her 
sweetest smiles aud gentlest manner when he was 
near. She had passed throngh nite seasons, and 
now &b twenty-seven locked scarcely older than 
she did at twenty, and each year acomed to have 
sdded something to ber blonds beauty. 

She had striven her best to secure an ellgthle 
parti, but, somehow, men were very rarely wi!ling 
to of? bey the borders of a mild flirtation 
with her ; her poverty was well-known and her 


oaeerenne ' 

It runioured, too, that Miss Munro 
+ tena D t element In the home circle, eo 
she remained single. She had lately grown less 
embltious, would scarcsly have. said no to @ 
get ow. 

Once she had hoped to become Lady Gresatorex, 
but his lordship had suddenly grown distant in 
his manner, and while she wondered at the chavge 
in him there came the uews of his marriage with 


phat * Misa Munro wae s 


ty those Shing lea apo Maurice as be eat 
talking with her, and he determined in his mind 
that Valentine’s curlosity was the outcome of s 


She owt t mean tale to Lady Ji 
long an.” 
*“ She mast have some influential woman friend. 


wife interested 
and cari 


appealed to 
enoagh he 


‘with her, and he wanted to spare 
eff he could 4d 24 withont her 


age next day he paid a visit to his 
the Dachess of Etherington. 
She was aloe At breakfast, for ahe was 
and her companion was 
up at Maurice os 


of pleasure. 
you are!” ake sald, ‘' to 
; you must breakfast 


& Woman of * Were ber ares 
& a abundant pre 
‘no pretence to fewer than she 
wo. She was and boosatitie—of on 
old and ‘honodrable family, which boasted that 
no shadow. of shame had ever rested on {ts name, 
There was hot a “or woman in lier set 
that did ee ie eaniny oes that 
Was once en 
tad ta 8 vehal? dings inight ren ses 
che he | unforeseen event changed the 
| oat pape elon, Are you tn 
any trouble, am I to be your confessor t 
Lat woogie pa a at lh Ay aunt ; 
good course 
you ary tinued hat Creates back?” 
‘ d 
ig bis wife presentable 1” . 


2 
iY 
3 
E 
: 
g 


hour, thad life was golng | 





love'les} creature you can Imagine, and her 
mannets would refiect no discredit eyan on your 
. I want you to be good $0 her.” 

Her Grace looked grave, ‘‘Why do you take 
auch an unusual interest In her?” 

**Becausa she fs very unhappy—ashe has not 
sali so mach to me—but Greatorex treats her 
brutally, and twits her openly with her low 
birth. Upon my word, aunt, [ could hava struck 
him, and Lam quite sure Oliver felt the same.” 

‘*I cannot interfere between husband and 
wife,” quickly ; "you wauld not wish that?” 

“Oertainily sot. IT only want yor to call 
apon her, give her a friendly hand, let her make 
her début here. All the world will follow’{a 
your lead, and her fature welcome be sneured ” 

The Duchess did not care for the mission, She 
was afraid Jean would disappoint her, and she had 
old-world prejudices concernfog marriages ; but 
she was a good and s kind woman, so she promised 
to do as Maurice wished, and he left, well oon- 
tent with his success, 

Later on that wigan Gory carriages might 
have been seen waiting at Lord Greatorex's door ; 
aud the Duchess had been conducted to a 
reception-room, Jean did not lolter on her way 
from her boudoir, but went with quiet grace aud 
dignity to meet her-viaitor, She was wearing a 
plain morning dress that displayed to advantage 
ber superb figure. Her Grace‘rose to meet her, 
looked into the eweet, proud face and wonder. 
fal violet eyes, and her own greW soft. “ My 
dear,” she said simply, “I wanted“to be your 
very first visitor, end Mautice has spokex eo 
bey of you that I shall be glad to bé your 


The lovely faces flushed, 

" Your Geies is ‘very kind,” and from her 
volce the lady gtiesied kindness was nob hier 
everyday food ; “and fo Lord Greatorex’s name 
and my own I thank you.” 

* Maarios probably told you of the tle that 
tanites ds?" pausing for an answer to her half- 
question. 

“No; I saw Mr. Ormaby but for a short time, 
av” our Conversation wav rather genera! than 

sonal.” 

"Where did ehe attaln thie refinemend of 
speech and manner?” wondered the Dachezs ; 
bat she chatted of indlfferent things antil she 
rose to gd ; then ‘she invited Joan to drive with 
her fn the Row the following day ; and Jean, 
kesnly alive te the duties of her position, gladly 

rornised. 

Then her Grace drove away to visit. other 
friends and acquaintances, to all of whom she 
expatiated largely on the beauty and grace of 
Lady Greatorex, 

The following week she gave a dinner, and all 
were invited who had not yot seen the lovely 
stranger. 

Maurice looked forward hopefally to that even- 
Ing, because he thought {f Frederick saw his wife 
1éved and admired, heard himeelf envied, he 
would forget this terrible bugbear, and be to her, 
as in the early days of thelr marriage. 

Valentine Munro, looking lovely, was there, 
anxious to meet her old rival, feeling bitter at 
heart against her, bus masking her onvy and 
hate with pretty amiles and light words, 

At length husband and wife were announced, 
and there wae an Ill-suppressed buses of ad. 
nifratfon as Jean entered, leantng on Frederick's 


arm. 

He looked almost morose, but few thought of 
hing fn that first moment; she rivetted a!! eyes 
by her beauty. The Greatorex diamonda flashed 
round her white throat and wrists, and lo ber 


lovely hair, pepe out Httle ectutillatfons of 
wondertal liquid light as she moved. 

The Duchess, moved towards her, greeted her 
with delicate empressement,and Maurice saw wioh 
pleasure fhat she would be a euccees, Ha was 
not 20 well pleased, however, hen he found that 
Frederick was beside Valentine Munro, ready to 
take her down, whilat Lady Jean fell to his own 


share. 
“ Wow, what fa that woman's scheme, for I’m 
certain she has one. 
without a motive.” 
He wished he could hear Valentine’: lowly 
spoken’ words ; after all, they were apparently 


She never yet was amiable 























Sept, 2, 1859, 








bat were Fy fight her battles, forgetful of Ormeby's caution,| “Surely, when be sees how others admire and 
ing or ghiun beans the Ocoee he found himself beside Maurice. crowd about you he wil) retarn to his old allegt- 
forget-me-nob bine eyes, " Do you see what a beast Fred ia making of | ance)” 
Her companion wae at first embarrassed, for | himself }.” “No !” she answered, “ never any more!” and 
in the days that had gone for ever he had not| "I see,” grimly. stopped hastily, because Valentine Munro was 
dehaved quite well to her; bat she specdily “ What ls thet woman Manro’s game |” announced, 


aurice. 

“Your wife is very beautiful!” she 

— greater 
"I believe she ts," he answered, in @ non- 

pentrn tone, and not glancing towards 
ean. 


ange St SD 
am & very A & 
predty amile. 


“Her name was Walters,” tersely, almost 


Valentine laughed to herself, knowing his 
wee ee Ae with sweed unsue- 


pision, 

“ One of the Surrey Walters }” 

"No, I believe she was born at Huntingdon ; 
and ehe boaste no ancestors.” 

“Oh! forgive me,” Valentine marmured, 
am sorry to have wounded you ; but from her 
manner and and Grace’e friend- 
lines, I conc’ her pedigree was as long as 
yourown. Ah! it was cruei of you to b 
away without a good-bye—and we such 
friends—and never to Introduce 


You had no cause to be ashamed of her!” and 
he winced under her words, as she intended he 
should. “One day shall teil me all about 
i oa I mean to cultivate 
y Greatorex—she pleases me—az she does 
Mr. Ormsby.” 
Feoderick g towards his wife and hie 


he began to regret the step he had taken. 

Now he felt again the charm of Valentine's 
presence ; she was beautiful, go sympathetic. 

He bent his dark head lower over that fair one, 


1s, 

” Miss Munro,” he said, “' I thought to find you 
some happy man’s wife!” 

Qne momant the forget-me-nob eyes met his, 
and be thought there was a look of reproach In 
them; then they ware cast down, and with a 
little sigh she said, -- 

** Per Tam happler in my single blessed- 
ness ; and,” emiliog faintly, "what man would 
marry a Se 

** Wealth is nop the passport to Soclety, but 
birth ; you have that—and—and beauty ! 

one ame Ber fan Conweaty to Mie Ae Sage 
ary blus 

" Syn are a to —— me,” 

“ Wpon my no,’ with greater eagerness 
than he had yet shown; “you are loveller than 
when I last saw ycu!"” and paused, meoting 
Maurlce’s dark, inscrutable eyes fixed on him. 

All through that evening, utterly regardiess of 
&) , he stayed by Valentine, careless of 
the deepening shadows fn Jean's eyes, or the 
angry expression of young Oliver, who was already 
the labter’s sworn slave. To the boy " my lady” 
seemed like some fatr aatnt, and he was ready to 


generosity than wae usual with | Maurice 











witb one elbow on the marble mantel. 
grown real friends, for Frederick bad thrown 
them much together, ee Cae 


peaking in a low, listless voice In 

answer to a question Maurice had asked, 
“ How did I meet Lord Greatorex 
mever tell you that! I was 


to myself, and what the world 

of a friendship between a draper’s 
aseistand and a nobleman ; so I maintained per- 
fect silence towards him, until one night, fisshing 
into anger, I told him no gentleman Would zo 


although at first I would not promise to be his 
wife, because I feared to wrong him, at last I 
ylelded to his persuasions. And now I maintain 


higher renk than that in which she fs born, is 
any mao’s equal-—even though he is the highest 
peer of th realm |” 

Toe fatat plak tloged her cheeks, and her 
jurainous eyes kindled. : 

“* My edacation was what Is commonly called 
sound English ; I had, too, a smattering of music, 
and when we were away I sald to myself, ‘He 
shall never have cause to blush for me,’ and so 
employed my ielsure hours (soon they were 
very many)in attaining those accomplishments 
thonght necessary to complete a lady’s edu- 
cation. 

** Music, drawing, languages,—oh, Heaven |!” 
breaking suddenly down, “nothing I did could 
teach him forgetfulness of my low origin! I 
don’t blame bim; I might have known how It 
would be, but women do not understand how men 
love—until ft fe too late! All that fe left me 
now Is to do my duty, ‘ to love, honour, and ves 
him, and to remember I have spoiled his life, 
and in that remembrance learn hamiliation and 
“is se head drooped her hands, and 

weary upon an 
the slow tears trickled through the jewelled 
— : Inexpressibly touched, the young 
man _ 
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ship—and his restlessness 
He thought of her bony, her lonely distress, 
her loveless, erapty life, his heart ached for ! 
her. He longed to protect her, but he had no 
right to do that ; the only thing he could do was 
to quletly watch over her interests, and to 
his godmother’s fail and affection for 










He was so buried in bis thoughts that it wae 
Me hewn oe Sr Dachese standing 
beside 
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et ee ly to walt for me,” 
tha glance a perplexed, dark face, 
“What is in, Maarice 1” 

“I want to talk to you about Lady Greatorex. 
T’ve been there to-day ; she was alone.” 

The ledy looked grave, 

“* My dear boy, I am afraid you are $00 con- 
stant a visitor there,” 

“'T begin to think so too, bub what am I to 
do? Frederick is constantly begging me ‘to 
drop fu,’ and when I do so he ts slaost invariably 
awey ; then he asks me to escort my lady to this 
and that place, because he has a previous ep 
ment, I cannot well refase, but I don’t like 
T am afraid of scandal, not for myself, you know, 
bat for her,” 


n What do pee Mn sane bit toes flushing, 
you meap, aunt 
and his voice a little shaken, 

*“* Tas, my boy, that I do not consider friend- 
chip between you safe. You may get bur!” 

“What made you say thas?” the trouble 
deepening io his eyes ; then, with asudden burst 
of candour, “ The fact is, sunt, I have though of 
each @ possibility, —to-day for the first 
time—and I concluded it would be well for me 
to draw back now before the mischief fs done— 
gradually, so that Lady Greatorex does nob im- 
mediately discover any change in me, You see,” 

contusion, * have never 


By the way, aunt, your 
opinion of Miss Munro?” 

o bepeiny tar to sential 

con tes b 
friendsbip for Lady Gane cod ae aoe 
nothing without a motive,” 

‘*That is very true, although ip sounds harsh. 
War there not some talk of an engagement be- 
pro her and Lord Greatorex before he met his 

8 

a spe advised the latter to place no con- 

r,”” 

The Dachess was silent for a time, then she 
eald, quierly,— 

“Tam due at the Mtnnertons too, Suppose 
you call for me, and together we cau drive roand 
for our mutual friend?” 

“Oh, thank you! I knew I might count on 
your help, but this exceeds my hopes,” 

So on Thursday Jean 4 at the Minner- 
tons with her two friends, and the Duchess did 
not leave her the whole of the evening. 

Men turned to look at the tall, beautiful figure 





Mrs. Manro was asleep in her chair, and “ the 
Honourable ”—by the way his title was a libel on 
him—was at his clab, so the two, alveing Im one 
of the desp windows talking in low tones, feared 
no interruption, 


“ How could you think I had forgotten 
Val!” Greatorex was saying, and the fatr-tacod 
woman answered with a quick look towards her 
moother,— 

“ You muat not call me that,” 

“Why not!" he seked, impetcously. “ You 
know I have outlived my miserable infatuation ; 
you know I love you. Valentine! be kind tome; 
remember how wretched I am.” 

“ Am I not wretched ?” her face hidden in ber 
pretty jewelied hands. ‘‘ Have i ever for o 
moment forgotten the past} Is it nob enough 
for you to know for your sake I am_ still 
Valentine Muaro! I tell you plainly, Fred, I 
will not compromise myself by any flirtation with 


“ Would to Heaven I could free myself }” 
ages a **Oh ! my darling, think of a way 

which I can rid myself of her} I swear on 
my honour ff you will devise some plan, so soon 
as I am free I will marry you.” 

She looked up, a triumphant glitter in her 
Pye rat apes, b Rach as hae Face. 

“Can you kk of nothing?!” she asked, 
quickly. 
werT conte ona 

88 I can see no way out of my fe 
bitterly. “ She is ao discreet‘ woman, and the 

Site to Mheereet bu ppear 

b may be made to a 
otherwiee, and that onsily,”” 

“ How—how }” te bronel coming fast, and 
in his excltemen® he raised his voice so thad it 
disturbed Mrs, Munro, and she turned uneasily 
in her chair. 

“Come into the next room,” Valentine 
whispered, and he followed her softly, and, enter- 
the door, Then this woman he so 

preferred to his own leal wife said, in 
very low tones, — 
“*My lady is seen everywhere with Mr. 
rrasby |” 
“By my wish!” not catching at her idea, 
for a moment she was afraid to disclose ber 
the urged passionately that she would 
him in suspense, and‘ she went on, with 


“How is the™world to know that? You and I 
can swear to the contrary, though [tb would be as 
well for me not to appear im this, Yon may 
jeslousy—may declare my lady’s frivolity 
estranged you from her-—"’ 

" Of what use would that be 1” 

** How stupid you are!” impatiently. ‘‘ There 
is such » thing as the Divorce Oourt |” 

For a moment even he was staggered by the 
revelation of so devilish a plot. Just while one 
might count five he felt a throb of revulsion ; 
then it passed, and he caught the woman to 


"Goon, Val,” hoarsely. “ Leb me hear the 
whole, love! Love, you will yet be my wife |” 

Yes, if she could compass it she would, 

“You must throw your friend and my lady 
together more and more, Leb them be seen 
together ad all places, and from to-night avold 
me—for a time, We must meet secretly to 
discuss our plans, My rélc ts this, I am her 
friend until such time ss our plans are ripe 
for execution, Then I drop her, and am asked 
why. By sundry shrugs and of the 
brows I imply she is not what she should be, 
Then Only Rice a oy ig of that later 
on, things rely on me, and acb 
my advice!" . z my 

“I will—I will!” eagerly. “Kiso me, Val 
You have never given me one caress since that 
night more than five years go.” 

She lifted her ips to and hissed him 
once, then urged him to go lest her father 
should return, and after he had reluctantly 
obeyed her, she sat down by the table and lay- 
ing her face upon her arms, broke into a fit of 
low laughter. 

“The fool!—the fool!’ she said, ab last, 


“Are you bilad to your own in- 
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through her small clenched teeth, ‘‘to think I 
love m or forgive his desertion | Nob to see 








it te his wealth, hie positiin I coved! He wil 
find me a trifle less angelic and submissive than 
‘my lady, As for her”—and her beautiful face 
grew dark end croel—"'as for her, she shall be 
sorry for the day tm which she stole bim from 
me. I shall pay off all old déorea ab one blow, 
and if he knew who planned and worked hie dic- 
grace and hers, Maurice Ormsby would wish ho 
had never insulted me i” 

Tt caused Jean come surprise when her friend’s 
vieits grew fewer, whilst Greatorex felt un- 
feignedly dieguoted, and began to think that his 
plot would fail; but Valentine, in thelr vecrved 
meetings, encoursged him and instructed him how 
to proceed, 

Acting on her advice he frequented Macrice’s 
Club, and battonholing him would inelst on carry- 
ing him off to hie home. Sometimes they found 
Mise Munro there, but the hosb was always dis- 
tant to her, and she apparently a!most ignored 
his existence, 20 that Jean thought Ormsby’s 
tusploions unfounded, and was kindly and 
gracious to the beantifal blonde who was con 
stantly aseurivg her of her great affection, 

Maurice did not find it an easy matter always 
to refuse Fred’s pressing Invites, and when Jean 
added her pleadings to hie, he not Infrequenily 
succumbed ; besides, he was sure that no good re- 
eult would spring from an intimacy with Vajen- 
tine, uo he went again and agaiv, and Fred eayivg, 
“You are such a steady old fellow, I can leaye 
my wife to your care with » clear conscience,’ 
would go to his club or to keep some engagement’ 
with Valentine, whilst Mavriceascompanied Jean 
to theatre or opera, until it began to be s usnal 
thing for Society to couple their names—nob at 
first in an evil or censorioue spirit, becauge 
Muurice was Fred's friend, and my lady had 
already won golden opinions to hersel?, besides 
which Her Grace the Duchess of Msherington 
made much of her. 

So early April came, and then Valentine 
thoughe it wae high thme to begin operations. 

% was growlog impatient. Her father's 
creditors were more threatening, and a crash was 
imroinent, 

My lady once dizpored of, her own good was 
secured, 


She had taken every precaution to prevent 
failure, 

She had recommended a maid to Jean, who 
Was @ creature of her own, and willivg for a 
price to traduce her generous and gentile mis- 
trasa, 


Frederick, acting on her advice, had engaged 
an extra footman, whose duty it was to spy upon 
**my lady,” and between man and maid there 
was a perfect understanding, Eich was ready 
ata given time to swear away my ‘e honour, 
to wreck her life for the greed cf golf, 

Jean felt an toetinctive dietrust of the emooth- 
tongued Jenny, and nothing but ber sente of jas- 
tlee compelled her to retain the girl. 

She‘was quick, and apparently willing ; light 
of foot, quied in manner ; never neglected any of 
her duties ; gave no cause even for the mildest 
complaint, so that hen Valentine aeked ff Jenny 
auited her taste, my lady answered that ehe was 
a clever and a willing maid, but that she disliked 
and distrusted her. 

"Poor Jenny }” murmured Valentine, pity- 
ingly, ‘‘ I am sorry you should think co 1!) of her, 
she is a worthy little soul; if I were happy 
enough to have a maid I should choose Jenny 
Baldwin In preference to any. Probably you 
don’t know her story? No? Ah! that fs like the 
girl, to keep her troubles to herself. By her 
own exertions she maintains her mother and a 
crippled sister, and fiade zomething to spare for 
® brother who fs left a widower with five little 
children.” 

All of which were concocted by Valentine and 
implicitly believed by my lady, who strove, by 
kindness and many 8 generous gif, to lighten 
Jenny's lot and atone for that strange sense of 
distrust abe could not conquer, 

Life was growing harder to the unbsppy wife. 
Greatorex was now often brutal in speech and 
manner towards her, and began to speak jealoualy 
of Maurics, even before the servants ; and o1 
my lady remonstrating, he half raised his 
ae if to strike her, Sho was standing before him, 
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but che did not wince ab his. gesture, nor under } cause I saw you desolate, wretched, I have shood | Jeli had’ told him. Aud a she Hatendd ‘the 
hig dark look. She uttered no reproach, only ee ee ee gentle lady’s face flushed, and her asually quiet 
her face waa very white, and he saw a sudden | little happier |” ‘ flashed » ee Bi, 

flash fn her beautiful eyes, av {tthe gentle spirit |) I know, Tknow!” she.sobbed. ‘Oh! do} “So,” she when ‘he had finished, ‘‘ to 
was at last roused to anger, Then she turnsd | uob take this so to ; remember that }uce an old the ‘devil has shown his 
aud swept from the room to find refage in her | he spoke majily, that he could not mean what he ; 


“Oh, Heaven! Ob, Heaven!” she moaned, 
“i Bhad but one thing to call my own, a litle 
child to love me, and on’ whom I conld cast my 
love—to eave me from madnhess—to help me bear 
my bitter burden {*’ ; 

Then her teara began to flow, and with 
em nc cs peewee Hh re y take 
her slight rustling sound made 


several days*I have been. trying to summon 
the necessary courage to do this, and until now 


ra 
very fearful } because if so I 


F 


“1s it anything 
would rather not hear it," Maurice said, smilingly, 
“ You will think It a0,” wearily, ‘I ought to 
have told you befors, only—~only you have been 
go Wind a friend 1 eoald not. Mr, Ormsby, you 
mimes och come here any more !” 
“Why ¢” sharply, and the man’s heart falled 
* What objection have you to my visits t” 
* Personally, none ; you know thatI am slways 
gee te eee you——but oh! how ehall I tell you! 


—has grown jealovs of our friendship, Last 
night he spoke words I cannot forged, and it 
ia beet we should mee: no more eave as casual 
acquaintances,” She pansed, sa if she hoped he 
would speak, bub he only stood looking down 
at her with white, , tortured face, and 
eyes that could not see her beauty. 

_Spoke again, and her véice wae full of 


“Ob! I have hurt you cruelly; but what 
could I dot It is my duty to please him still 
—t€ I can—tif I can)” 


‘You, he eald, .raochanically, “it is your 
duty.” 

‘€ You—you sre not very angry with me!” 

No,” face was distorted, and his voice 


hoarea, and uatil new be had apoken with a great 
effort, but auddenly his words came so fiercely 
avd fast that’ they were huddled and almost 
unfatelligible, 

“or what does Frederick Greatorex take me} 
Am Es villain that I should wrong another man 
se sorely, and that man once my friend? Did he 
not thrast me apon you whether I would or rio, 
ant without consulting your wishes} Have I 
ngb been his deputy, his lacquey? Have I not 
ngiod. in the gap so that the world might not 
Ehow his miserable casdaess ? Have I everspoken 
ont: word to you he and all might not hear, Be- 


who | He thought he heard the faint echo of steps, 
himself 


ord Greatorex has insulved me through = ; has | and 





eald. And, oh i do notforzet my gratliude—my 
ty segs Perhaps when he knows how 
wrong, how unfounded his suspicions are, he will 
be sorry and beg your forgiveness,” 

He laughed:barshiy ; then suddenly seid, in an 


fair face, 
yy" Greatorex, I will obsy you im- 

plicitly in all 3 I will nob come’ here again 
unless he aeks me, which fs improbable; but ‘I 
shali not forget you or cease to be your friend. I 
am going at once, because I feel this interview 
must be extremely pofoful to yon. Shall you tell 
him what you have done tf” : 

. ; I have no secrets from my hue- 
band!” tremulously. ‘ 

Then the man put out his hand. ’ 
ssid, “If ever yoavare 


Her tears fell fast as she sald good-bye, and her 
lovely, weary eyes followed his slowly retreating 


m 


those innocent. eyes?” 


1 


"With his hand upon the door he turned to look: 


at her. 
“Heavén help you!” he sald, and went ‘out. 


but he saw no one, and fancied tais- 
taken, Yet Jenny had only stolen from the door 
to a little alcove, where she hid until he left 


the | the house, Then she sallied out with a smiling 


face,— 
“ With a little cunning we shall win our wages!” 
she thought; and, beariug Jean’s bell, 


era int $” she said, demurely, and 
y rang ani 
glanced at her mistress lowered lashes, 


“You; I wish to know what thére fs between 
you and Greaves 1" 
“ My lady! ” in miid expostulation, '' Ido nob 
understand.” lo” Jeu eld, ae) 
“ Indeed, you do,” Jean calmly ; “ there 
is some secret telegraphy between you, and it 
concerns me!” 
“Ob, my lady! how have we deserved this 
"J her handkerchief to her 
me! Eat he 


thing else between us, And we easy nothing 
et Neen We ae ee ee. 

**T wish I could belleve you,” my lady ‘sald, 
"ys Pt d ager Nahe oy omer cote Cte 

cannot prove ft. Ons day 3 
then you Leer cant te clbbehnee't cbell Oc 
You can go.” 

Aud the girl went out so! attd protesting, 
whilst Jean lay back pale and worn with the 
morning’s event and the past night’s agony. 

Ah | she was toc o an enemy. She could 
saaderaggy er 3 
cunning. Her weapons were purity Ns? 
which, pitted against hate, malice and crafi, are 

often weak wet 


very wrong, and like-a wise woman 
for him to speak. 
Sn ae then he mene . 
‘T'm thinking of going away, aunt!’ 
“Why?” she questioned, quietly; “the 
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you so much 
motive! Bat what that) motive 


ra 
Maurice 


2 to 
‘alentine Munre is at the bottom of this,” 


His dark head drooped, and 
“ Have I betrayed mayself, aun 

To me 1 «Yes 1” 

He rose. 
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Vatewrisn’s visits to my lady to be like 
visite, very rare , She took care 


th-aabtlety, cunning wh | ances, 
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she waa going to strike Jenn a great blow, and 
she felt convinced ib would tell; that blow would 
only be the foretunner of others and worse ones, 
In the drawing-room, before the advent of the 
gentlemen, she seated herself beside an old 
woman, who, despite her ugliness and mialicicus 
tongue, had once been a of fashion, 

There was no one too fnnocend for Lady 
that might 


Thurley to attack, no one so 
alentine knew by 


pot fear her virulence, and 
yay Pg area Ae Jean to the old bharridan, 

would make soclety ring with the fact that 
“‘ my lady”’ was far from blameless In her life. 
Very cleverly she led Lady Tharley to speak of 
ber ; and with lowered ‘ids and mournful 
intonation, said she did nob visit her any longer, 


and, pausing, sighed, 
The old woman esgerly caught at ber words, 
her tone, and to know why the friend- 


ship between “her dear Miss Munro and Lady 
Greatorex no longer existed,” and, unter promise 
of secrecy, Valentine esid that ehe could not 
countenance my lady's monstrous flirtation with 
Mr. Ormsby; that she belleved the coldness 
between busband and wife to result-from th 
latter's partiality for the hueband’s friend. 
* But,” she added, " you will 
inviolate ; I wonld nob betray Lady Greatorex, 
+ ee he ab 
comree compa renewed 
testations of and Valentine wailed to 
think how soou be 
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the Iady looked away, and Maurice felt » sudden 
inexplicable dread come upon him. 

He glanced at Jean; she enid, quietly and 
innocently. — 

“Poor Mre. Siogrove! How terribly short 
her sight fs!” but he knew the cut was inten- 
tional, 

They entered ‘ho tents, and eome of their 
aequatntances fel) back and hastily left as they 
entered ; others ignored them, and when he 
looked ab Jean again her face was very white. 
By a sign he commanded ‘silence of Oliver, and 
they passed Into the grounds once more, 

Here they met Valentine snd a men who 
affected her society; Jean bowed, and tried to 
exile; Miss Munro looked her through, aa fv 
were, and turned away with no sign of recogni- 
tlon, My lady, trembling and faint, caught ad 
Oliver’s arm, but it was to Maurice she spoke,— 

“ What does it mean!” she sacked, and ot the 
anguish In her voice her companions were afraid, 
“ Ob, tell me |” she fmplored, “why will none 


conspiracy sgainst you,” 

Maurice said; and longed to catch her to him. 

the most terrible hour of his life, for 
disgrace he could 


we passed 
the lad Bi Fy 


Tt did Jean no good, because those who heard 


said,-— 
"Has ahe bewitched that boy too!” 


Oateide the Maurice called a cab, and 





expression of shame at being detected. Hor weary 
voice broke the sudden stiliness,—- 

“Don’t vex yourself aboud me, Oliver, My 
trouble must not be yours.” 

“ Oh,” he cried, with fiuehed face and clenched 
hands, “If I conld crnah them all {fo one 
grip!” His tones were hoarse and tremuléay 
with rage. Suddenly he sprang up. ‘I'm golive 
to look for Ormsby ; perhaps I shall find him at 
his godmother's ; if I do I will bring him back, 
and we will talk this over, snd———” 

“No, no; you must uot bring him hera, 
Frederick would be angry. And Oliver, don’t 
think me ungrateful, but~-but I must be alone,” 
clasping her aching temples between her witite 
hands. 


The lad ross, * I will obey you In both things; 
but Iam going to fight your battles still,” and 
then she was alons, 

“ Toank Heaven ! alone!’ she whispered fo hex: 
wrung heart. She locked the door, and want 
slowly to the couth again, and, kneeling, hid her 
face upon if ; hour after hour as it passed weiib 
laden with her anguish, for her ‘time was nob; 
life reemed have grown to an eternity, aud that 
eternity was pain. She heard nosound from the 
outer world; no thought of comfort came to. her 
as she knelt; in her heart was a dumb ety for 
consolation and love, and both were deniéd 


her. 

Oh! for the touch of baby fingers upon her 
cheek, the clasp of baby fingers about her throat ; 
the feeble, imperfect words of love In baby tones. 
Other women, wretched fm their husbands, found 
comfort in their children, She had uo childs 
Lower sod lower sank her beautiful head with 
its heavy colle of hair ; there was no sound in the 
room save that of déep-drawn breaths that came 
shudderingly from her pale lips. 

parrot looked on fn soloma 
silence, apparently deliberating why {ts mistress 
lay there so motionless, so speechless, The golden 
noon had long since passed, and the long, leve) 
beams of light across the floor showed the after- 
noon was far advanced, and atill my lady did not 
stir ; then the parrot grew impatient, end bop- 
ping to and fro strove to attract her attentién, 
and falling, began to whistle “ When other lips.” 

My lady started up. “ Siletice,’’ she in 
an awfol volce; “slience! Oh, Heaven! oh, 
Heaven! Iam going mad)” and throwing hee 
arms high above her bead, fell heavily forwardp, 
and for a short time knew neither care nor 
because her senses were lost In blessed forge 


ness. 

When she recoverd consciousness she heard « 
knoe! ab  . Blowly she rose, and 
opened ft to confront Jenny, 

“Oh! my lady!” she cried, “how frightened 
we have been! We—we thought you i! or 
dend—and none of u# could come in to you.” _ 

“T have been fil, fam nob now. I shall nos 
dress this evening, sc you will not disturb ma 
Iam going to my room.” She moved forward 
urcertainly, with feet that scarce could do her 
will. 


Laas, 
t an . 
“T want nothing ;"’ and in some way crept ap 
the broad staireace and through the long corridor 
to her own apartmente, 
Late in the evening she heard her husband’s 
pi ¢ outeide, and opening her door spoke to him, 
* Frederick.” 


He paused and turned a pitiless, cruel face spon 
her, ‘* What is ft 1" wa 

She wont towards him, and enddenly pub her 
arms about his neck, ig her hand upon bis 
shoulder. 

“Oh, my husband! my husband! be kind 
heart is broken! Fred— Fred — 


But he thrust ber rou away. “Ki our 
affection for Orma oon 

She fel! back the wall, her love 

oy , her face drawn and g * 
She to speak, and could not, 

And he went on ru , Does your sani- 
sclence accuse you at last? I have heard of the 
; day brough’ upon me, and 
Ww ver { ‘ow or call you wife again ; 
neither will f exchange any word with you. “I 
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So my lady allowed herself to be p 
by aad drove ia the row with the gayest of the gay. 
+ S ciay was wrprand ad not ls scundallnd 


commentupon It, Oa all sides men and womer. 
pata Mad dca omg bub no one gave Jean 
any recognition save a pretty, — 
who whs sm manded 
eatin tote ova " 


Jean though the drive would never end; but 
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rationally. 
order was given “ ” and {n a little while she 
wae deposited safely at door. She asked ff 
Greatorex had returned in her absence, and was 
or in the negative, and her heart sank yet 


In the evening she dined alone, Oliver 
“dropped ia," as he called 1b, to see her, and tell 
her be was going to the club, and, if possible, he 
would bring “ Fred home like a naughty school- 


: she was alone again, and began to wonder 


Eel OREN me © {Re ie ils mitre 


tow she had sloned socially, and why no one 
would hor the reason of ths “tut direct” she 
had ved. 
(Continued on page 497.) 
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HIDDEN FROM ALL EYES. 
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CHAPTER KUL 


“Ox, Mr. Mallon, I am so t” and Nella, 
with crimson cheeks, scrambled ‘bo her feet and 
Stood yp before him, as ff she had suddenly 
comé through the floor. 

“You here!” he exclaimed, in rise, “TI 
could have sworn there wes no one fn the room!” 

** [I was lying here, warming myself, I sup- 
Ree ; and gow came in so suddenly that I had 
not time to gat away. I did stop my ears, but 
EF coulda's help a little,” 

* And that little you won't tell ¢” 

a "*Oertainly, I won't. [I mever told anyone, 
Opril, that I had found your whisker’; but 
Eaw g of carflosity,” lookiog up at him with 
« emilé, though her lashes were still wet with 


‘* You ehali know all some day; and I don't 
think you will be for helping me, even 
though you seem such da with Mr, Somer- 


fap ey er 
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friend ae you there agalast 
[nape sight etrugg\e—pro 
homewarde—during 


Grace's” conduct, bat dared not openly | 8" 


mp bedween hile shoulders; 

@ most ie, when the luck is against 

them, I am apt to jadge by actions rather than 

words.” 

SEP yo do you meant” shrowlag “her i head 
Pp le 

“Simply thie—I will be very frank with you. 
It yott disliked Somerville as much as you 
fancied you did, you would not have gone to 
mest him at Nun's Tower!" 

“T never did!" her eyes flashing resentfally. 

“Never?” lookisng at her fixedly. “We 
found a bit of red ribbon off your dress fn a 
summer-houve,” he added, slowly, 

* He must have pat ft there. Won't you 
believe me?” . 

“T will believe any you tell me,”’ he sald, 
gravely. ‘‘I conld fancy he might put ft there 
to anger Vere, if be guessed we were likely to 
come ; but, as to yesterday, can you tell me that 
ee 

She hung her head, whilet a wave of colour 
mounted to her forehead, 


‘*T had an idea that you were at Nun’s Tower 
with bim, having gone there simply for the pur- 
of getting news of him; that he tried to 
will; that there was 


holding {2 bis haad, and your reins were 
that somehow you managed to get free, 
on the road. me 


Jast, “ tlil after Tuesday.” 


moment, 

“T mean—til!—till—yonu are jast golug away.” 

“TI have no right to ask you anydhing” et 
pletely puzzled by her condact; “only, as Vere's 
greatest friend, perhaps you will forgive me if I 
take a liberty.” 

He walted for an answer, so she bent her head 
fp assent. 

‘Last night you allowed Somerville to plead 
the excuse of # headache, in order that he might 
escape dinner and have a prolonged (é/e d {éte 

“Excuse mo,” she foterrupted, hastily, ‘I 
allowed nothing. I was lying there, at the 
mercy of anyone who chose to come and worry 
me. 

* Bat instead of sending him away, you talked 
erp ye anything about 163” 

* How do you know 16%" turn- 
fog upon him, pssafonately, 

F the door, with a glass of wine 
» which be thought might do you 
good ; but he came away dicectly, not wishing to 
a ty pale that, in spite of thing 

© grew so te of ev - 

he pitied her. wg 

§ He saw me!” she eald, ins low volce, 

“ Yes, he eaw you ; aud when he came to bed, 
he wrote to accept Osptela Mackianon’s offer of 
an exchange.” 

She leant agalnst the back of a chair as if halt- 
stunned. This was why she had read such scorn 
in his eyes the only time that their syes met at 
= | ial was why he had resolved to go to 

ndia i 

‘*Mlss Maynard, I have no right to interfere, 
as I sald before,’ and Mr, Mallon, bent on ful- 
filling his mission, came forward to the table. 
‘*T cannot underatand the secret understanding 
betweea you, or by what pledgs he had bound 
you; but this I must say, that Godfrey Somer- 
ville is a man to whom no woman would do well 
to trust either her happiness or her honour." 

A little shiver ran th: her from head to 





foot as she though of those few terrible minutes 
when she was in bis power, 


‘© Why Taesday {” his suspicious roused fo a | 7 
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compunotion ad once, ‘ 


“To help me, by suspec' of 
st ahdaiaaal It was bad oy pate 


ie 
iE 


gE 


“He wanted you to treat him as I belleve 
you used to do; but you chose Somerville fn- 


“Or rather, seclog me utterly neglected, he 
thrust himself upon me. Perhaps {fs will relieve 


ville only afternoon, when you were 
kind en to I was flirting with him. 
Ae you are anuxlous to join your mysterious 
friend in the stable-yard, I won't keep you any 


With a slight bend of her head she 
walked to the door. 
“One moment!" he exclaimed, eagerly. “ D.d 
‘ou see anyone else ab Nan’s Tower? ' 
“What is that to you!” casting a wondering 
glance over her shoulder, 

** Everything. More than life or death |” 

As she looked up into his agitated face, the 
truth suddenly flashed through her brain, “ You 
are Victor Maitravers!"’ 

we For Heaven's sake, don't 

y me ” 

“What do you take me for!” she said, in 
gentle reproof, as ber eyes filled with tears. 
‘Not knowing you, bat out of pity for your mis- 
fortunes, I have already done my best to help 


“ You have!” in grave surprise. 

*' Yes, I have,” ber cheeks & “ Walt 
ee ene and you will misjadge me no 

er,” 

" By that time ft will be too late,” 

me better than you,” 

‘* Has he told you !" scanning her face, eagerly, 
as if he though’ he could draw the secret from 
her by the magnetic power of his eyes. 

" If he had I shouldn't betray him.” 

Bat £ am only fighting for the right,”* 

“ You shall be cleared. Have a little patience 
and all will come right,” 

"Patience! he exclaimed, scornfully, ‘* After 
three yeara of living death Ihave outgrown it.” 

‘*Bat the end is close at hand. I can’t say 
more.” Then she opened the door and stepped 
out into the hall, anxfous to get away before she 
let out more than she Intended ; and Mr, Ma'lon 
looked after her, his mind distracted with fear 
and hope. 


CHAPTER XLIL 


Eakcy that morning, before anyone was astir, 
Godfrey Somerville got on hie horse and rode at 4 
rapid pace along the lonely roads which led to 
Nan’s Tower. 

His face was white a: the snowflakes which 
beat it, aud the circles round his eyes were 
as as the shadows under the gloomy fiexes. 

Yesterday, for a few short minutes, delirious 
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; he 
@ promise to Jive on, no matter how insupportable 
the days might be. 

Hurrying on through the darkness desperate 
thovghre flitted through his mind. 
eecret of Robin’s exletence was told to the wor! 
there would be no place in England where he 
could hide his bead, 

General execration would follow the man who 
bad done his best to hang hia friend, principally 
out of a fierce desire for vengeance, yer ane A he 
cut of a selfish wish to keep the taint of iy 
pmo owes e secret lest it should spoll his own 


His pa had been produced by a web of 

g motives, some of which were not 

wholly bad ; but soolety at large would jadge by 

tacts and not by reasone, and pronounce his con- 

demuation with the Poarisalcal calmness of those 

who have never fallen, because temptation has 
not come In their way. 

Sir Edward, thad Lncamehie, fearless gentie- 
man, would never sgain shake him by the hand, 
or accept the shadow of an excuse for the 
meen g deviation from the straight path of 


our, 

Meta, poor little thing, would stick to him as 
long as she could, but she was too dutiful not to 
yield in time to parental persuasion, 

Nella would marry Vere. “No, by Heaven, 
that she shan’t!” he called out to the snow- 
tipped hedges, His voice startled a robin from 
his sleep, and he perched on a bough to look after 
the solicary passer-by. 

Jealousy was rampant in 
troubled breast. He conld give up bis hopes of 
the Somerville inberitance, he gone vacate his 


keep it, must treasure {b, in order to have the 
comrage to live on, 

S5e had behaved nobly in refusing to betra: 
him, when he was completely In her power; an 
in the first flash of gratitude, he had meantto do 
his duty, and make a clean breast of it befure he 
—_ Now different thoughts came into his 

If it were not for her he would have been dead 
by this time, and beyond the power of harming 
It was her fault, therefore, that he was 
alive, and she must take the comsequences of her 
pious folly. 

Thanks to her he might yet outwit them all, 
Robin might disappear from Nan’s Tower and 
leave no trace behind her. Nella was the only 
person who had seen her ; and he could easily 
prove that she had taken some other gitl—a ledy- 
love {f need be—for bie sister. 

Yes, he could see his way to that; but still 
Nella would be lost to him—and that he could 


a 


Yes, it might be done, only earth 
known euch a dishonourable 





Maltravers, even when Robin was safe oud of 
reach, 


She should nob be exposed to the vulgar 
curlosity of the crowd. No doctors should come 
armed with certificates to test the power of her 
falling brain, as oF it were a machine which had 
got somehow ont of 

He would make her bappy in some quiet corner, 
with Prendergast for her attendant, within reach 
of the swall nest where he meant to shelter his 
aaly’ wei! a perce ae to his uncle, 

and ¢ttest proper witnesses, 
estadllahiog the fact of her existence, though still 
~~ from all eyes. Then Nella would be 


athe blood bounded in his veins, though the 
snowflakes were falling round him and the east 
wind whistling In his ears, His own to love and 
cherish through all the years to come, with no 
cousin—lover or brother, which ever it sulted 
him to call himseli—to come between. To fee) 
her little hand resting Jn hie, and know that no 
one had the power to take Ip from his clasp ! 

The dull, dark morning seemed to blueh Into 
dawn at the thought, as he drew up jast outside 
asploney, about s quarter of s mile-from the 
Tower ; and leading his horse jast within the 
bushes, and oud of sight of the road, tied him 
up securely to a young thorn. ‘Taoen he made his 
way on foot across wet fields, till he came to a 
g®p be knew of In the yew hedge. 

There was no one In sight; but he had an 
uneasy feeling that he might be watched, so 
waited for a few minutes under the shelter of 
clump of ivy on a broken stem, 

Alter looking carefully in every direction, and 
being satiefied that there was co one about, he 
stepped quickly across the ditch and al!pped Hke 
an e*] through the gap. 

Directly he gained the’ inner side of tho en- 
closure he became conscious of a gaund figure, 
which was slowly making its way towards him. 
Holding bie breath he watched it coming nearer, 
in the uncertain light not knowing wether ib 
was friend or foe, 

** Seven o'clock, and he promised to be here |” 
The words were only muttered In a hoarse 
whisper, but he recognised the voice at once as 
that of Prendergast’s, and atepping forward, he 
laid his hand upon her arm. 

“Shall we go into the house?” he 
low voice. 

“Better stay here, I think the doors are 

” and she drew back under the shelter 

of the hedge, Her nerves were made of fron, 

and she had not given the slightest start at the 
tonch of his fingers. 

" Could you be ready to-morrow night 1” 

“ To-night, if you like it better.” 

“No, to-morrow; there will be plenty of 

along the road, and one more or less 
won't be noticed. Drive straight to Copplestone, 
and take the train to Fuikeatone.’’ 

He as if fo deep thought. 
on’t you be there yourself 1” looking at the 
dim cutline of his face in calm surprise. 

“N—no, I think I shall have to go to Dover. 
ra be safer for us not to be together at 


sald, in a 


“ She won’s like golog along ’o me, unless you 
come with us. 

‘* Nonsense! you know how to manage her, 
Tell her that he is waiting for her, and she will go 
ae quietly asa lamb. She seeme none the worse 
for being out in the cold 1” 

“ Only a bit of a cough, which will be all right 
when I’ve put a poultice on her chest. Bub drat 
them keys, I can’} think what's become of ’em ! 
Mischiet will come of having all the doors un- 
locked, as sure as my name's Prendergast. Bub 
I can’t send for a smith to make a set of new 
ones, as we want uo strangers about the place.” 

“ Not for the world | Sarely a table or a chest 
of drawers will do for a barricade }” 

“ You, but there's no siipping them back in a 
hurry like you can turns key fn a kck. How- 
ever, I deserve it all for my carelt ssnces.” 

** You don’t think anyone could have got In and 
carried them cf?” 

*' Wel!, the doors as I always keep locked were 
all undone, ” looking down thoughtfully on the 





ground, "Bat I I think if they had done that 





they would have gone farther, and stolen some of 
the silver which was lying on the table” 

"Bat the doors couldn’t have cpened them- 
selves }” impatiently, 

“No, bat I may have. losh my head and lefts 
‘em open, when I found ehe had given me the 
slip, You may just say to me what you like. 
I deserve a horse-whipping, and I would almost 
let you give is me,” and she Luvg her huge head 
in unexpectéd humility. 

“Don's let ft happen sgain, that's all that 
matters now, Do you think you could ged on 
better in France 1” 

+ Lor }, Master Godfrey, what's the ase! It 
would cost a sighd of money to geb us there, and 
she won't last long.” 

* But abe’s nov ill?” hastily 
just now,’ 

** Not ill, but pining, and that’s o sickness thad 
no doctor can cure. Her cheeks are whiter than 
any eggshell, when she’s not in one of her tac- 
trums, and as for her hands, you can almost seo 
through ’em.” 

A sigh, “Poor ebiid!” he muttered, his 
heart full of pity; “we must fatten her w 
when we get her awey from this dingy hole. 
shall look out for the piesst lodging I can find!” 

“And be eure there’s a nice churebyard, 
with a feet of ground to spare ia ihe prettledd 


° Uonfound you } you old croaker. I shan’s 
care if there ien’b » church or a parson im the 
place, You must be a widow lady traveliing wich 
her invalid danghter, Have you got all the tog- 

complete?” 

* Yos, it's been ready these two months past,” 

* And have you god enough of the needfui 1” 

" Pienty. Ive always had it on my mind thas 
we must be ready to etart cff at any momen?.” 

* You are a wonder fal woman !'’ he exclaized, 
ia involuntary admiration. ' Write to me under 
the old name, Poste Restante, Paris,” 

“Then gou are off to them foreign parte your- 
self!” examining his face as well as ske could 
in the darkness, “Maybe you are not golng 
alone /” 

“That ia no concern of yours.” He leant 
against a post for some time In deep thoughn. 
* D.ck will be left here in charge, I will put the 

lace in the bands of a London agent, snd tall 
fiim to dispose of it as soon as he can. Iv'as 
beastly hole and always gives me the horrors,” 

* A first-rate house for hiding, till those genta 
came peering about ovt of idle curiosity,” she 
sald, sententionely. “I’ve a fancy they are at tt 


" Deuce take them!” with arcowl, “I mnuad 
be off. 1? you don't hear from me again, you 
know what to do, hres o'clock sharp.” 

He was jast on the point of slipping once 
more through the hed, age when he stopped to sek 
if Robin had plenty of warm wraps. 

Prendergest said she had the farg which he 
had given her last Christmas, which “ were os 
good as ever they was.” 

Thinking of bie tister's comfort, he” remem 
bered his own discomfort, and, with an ang-y 
shiver, made the best of his way across the dump 
grass to the spot where he had left Turtle, 

Perfectly unaware of the fact that Jve Stevens 
had listened to almost every word he esid from 
under the shelter of some huge dock-leaves tn 
the ditch, he rode home in better epirite, satisfied 
with the probable results of his plans, aod 
buoyed up with the hope of making Nella his 
wife, 


“you sald so 


The cold, grey morning broke, the snow-clouds 
rolied away, and one watery gleam of +unshine 
shot across the stable-yard as he gave his horee 
into the charge of a groom, With the supersti- 

tion natural to one of his nervous temperament 
hg took it for a good omen, 


CHAPTER XLIII. 


A rzw hours later Meta was sitting in the bil- 
Hard-room on a stool by the side of the fire, 
whilet Goéficey Somerville, who wae lounglog io 
an arm-chair close behind her, sent volumes of 





smoke out of a cherry- wood pipe, over the top of 
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her amall, smooth head, with {ts neat little knob 


svould soon be away, 
As usual, they were as far apart 

the two poles, and the girl’s love was unable 

bridge over the chasni, unless ft was met by the 
Ao's. 


m 

Happily unconscious of this Incapacity, Meta 

was happy, becanse she had arty Bu all 

the firet time for days ; and 

be allowed to sit 
handsome, 


tures under the sun, s0 could never have been 
tempted by sordid considerations of pounds, 
shiilings, and pence, 

Therefore nothing disturbed the serene ocean 
of her content, except, perhaps, a ripple of mor- 
tifleation, every now and when he seemed 
a paying too mach attention to Nella May- 


a 

But av Nella always assured her that she dis- 
liked him there could be no danger from that 
quarter. 


“Godfrey, you look so fll that I am afrald you 
really hart yourself very much fm that fall yes- 
terday,’’ she sald, after a 

“A pity I didn't hurt more, and 
my weck,” as he stopped to examine his pipe and 
dfecover why {0 did not draw better, 

** Yes, ff you wished to break my heart)” 
the colour coming slowly fnto her cheeks, 

“Hearts don’t now-a-days, my dear 
girl,” he sald, composedly. “They are made of 
auch tough material that thsy are warranted to 
wearin all weathers. It would have been the 
luokless day in your life, and not half bad for 
me, 


“T don’t understand you,” the corners of her 
mouth droo 

“No, and you never will, We are about as 
ouch allke as fire and water, and one Is bound to 
destroy the other, if they attempt to—to come 
together |” 

“Do you mean to that if I marry you,” 
speaking very slowly, “y shall destroy yout” 

“One way, of course you would be my ssel- 
vation, and the other, my d-——, just the re- 
vérse.” ‘ 


“Why—why did you not say so before)” 
her thin ips i and gui 
“ Because 


am the most selfish Sap sa pod 
the sun, and only thought of myself, you 
hea happy, Ubttle one, with a man whose ways and 
habits you know nothing of—whose thoughts 
aud hopes were as far out of your reach as the 
tap of St. Paul's 1" 

“TI could,” softly, like a breath, 

* You would fee) as if you were living in a hut 
ab the mouth of « crater, guaranteed to explode 
some time or other.” 

as Sul there might be some happy days 


** And you are ready to chance ib? By Jove! 
mare the bravest girl] know, Will nothing 
ighten you }” 

“Nothing, so long as you remain the same, 
Bat, Godfrey,” tarniug round so as to expose 
her sarnest face to his view; “ perhsys you want 
to S rid of me.” Wietnig Uo 

“* Fancy @ man | rid of one of 
the richest helresses in Biantehive| My dear 
child, a there ars no paupers to hear you; 
they ® leason fr. humility,” 
Something in his tone jarred upon her sensi- 


tivenom, and the flash deepeued on her checks, as 





she sald, quietly, ‘You have not answered my 
question.” 

** Because [t waen’t worth an answer, To put 
it with bratal plainness——I am head over ears ia 


vient help, Are you eatisfied |” 

% sn, it sounds exactly ae If you were marrying 
me for my money.” 

**Waat does it matter, if you kaow that I am 
not? Lose Somerville to-morrow, and you will 
atill be the Httle coudn,” fondiiug her 
chin, “who took pity on me and petted me, 
ee ee I lived or 

* Bat a cousin Is different to a wile.” 

“Of course she is as foferior as milk is to 
cream. Half-a-dozen men might have you for a 
cousin, but only one can have you for a wife— 
and that le myself. I believe, badas I am, you 
like me better than Anyone else.” 

“I do,’ she murmured, as she hid ber blashes 
on his knees. 

He put hie hand on her head, and smoked on 
in himself for the want. of reso- 
lation he displayed in his attempts to break off 
with this second love, before he was oa with the 


Oaly the day after to-morrow, and be meant j 
to do his best towards making another woman 
his wife, and yet it went sgainst him to tear 
down this bit of ivy, which clung so tightly to a 
rotten wall. , 

He pulled his watch out of his pocked aad 
exclaimed that he must lose uo time if he meant 
to catch the 1.25 train. 

She raised her head in surprise. ‘* Are you 

up to town i" 

**Yea{ Oan’t help it—business.”’ 

“ But you look tired out already. What are 
you going for?” 

“Something that no one can get for me,” 


** Pat it off till to-morrow.” 

‘*Not L To-day I know to ba mine, bat I 
can’t say as mach for to-morrow.” 

“ You talk so melodramatically, just as if you 
were & couspirator,” putting up her hand to 
brueh away a speck of dust from his coat, 

you you couldn’t understand me,” 
with an impatient frown. : 

“ Never mind, I always like things and people 
that you can’t make out at once.” 

‘€ Bat ib would be awkward {i you never did.” 

‘ST shall some day,” with quaint conviction. 

“And when that day comes, will say, 
‘Thank Heaven, he never was my BP 

“Godfrey, what do you mean?” shrinking 
back in @ fright, ' 

“TI mean that you are out-and-out too good 
for me, Lock here, Meta,” laying his hands on 
her shoulders, “I mean {+ honestly. Is would 
be doing you the best service I could if I cut and 
ran.” 


“Then don't, for I should have to pat my 
digaity into my pocket, and ran after you. [ 
can’t think what has come over you-—-you never 
teased me'so much before |” lookieg up at him, 
with a puzzled expression on her face. 

“Nof There never was so much need, 
Ohbild, you are as almple and innocent as a newly- 
fledged chicken, and your imegination could 
never follow to the depths where [ have gone.” 

“ But} would pray Heaven to give you grace 
to be better, On; Godfrey,” her small frame 
shaking with emotion, “*tiowever bad you are, 
or have been, I like you better than anyone else. 
Whatever you did, you would be quite safe with 
me; I would never tarn agains) you-~you must 
know that.” 

“ If I didn’t know it I could take it easily, 1 
have never done you anything but harm,, What 
in the world possesses you to like meso much f” 

“You were here with us through all our 
trouble ; and yeare ago, when we were children, 
you used to be very kind to mo, and carry me 
over all the ditches that were too wide for me 
tojump. It grew with my growth, till I ceuldn’t 
help ft, any more thau my freckles. Are yuu 
sorry?’ suddenly aware of the unlover-like ex- 
pression on his face, 

"Yes. Don’s look like that,” as her eyes 
filled with tears, ‘Iam only sacry because. you 


have put your cargo tn a vessel that is bound 
to-winh.” 


** You should have thought of that before,” 
yf) samt 

“TI know ; I've been a brute and a scoundrel, 
bat remember I was always fond of you—and 
Sa ee 


because he thought 
iv was for the last time. And she, dizzy 
alvering with exciiement, 


“Stay and have a game of ” gald 
sah ‘onary, his eyes lighting up a> the 
t L 
“Taoore is no time; the gong will sound [a 
five minutes,” wondering that be had the 
Saving iens might begin, and finish th 
% rate, we e 
afte: lnatheoe.” 


said, , as she , 

Shere walked quickly forward, and placed 
himself tn front of her. 

“T won't be treated ike this,” he sald, ia a 
low voice, ‘‘ It isn’t fair.’ 

“ Not fair?” and she opened her eye: to thelr 
widest extent, 

“Tf it weren't for you I should be out of {t,"’ 

"T baveo’t forgotten, but don't come near me 


**T must to you,” he muttered, as he 
pat, = bd ap “Be io 
ce chtok tor teed unereiieadiy 

er 

ea ranean , Have 

been teaching Meta to play 
WT Wey elie aber alll leurs, Her hands are too 
emall to handle a cue.” He looked at her ae if 
longing to say more, but she turned away her 
head eo as to avoid his glance. 





CHAPTER XLIV. 


Exzanorn Marnagp walked about the house, 
and went through her asual avocations that day 
as {f she were in a dream, Victor Malcavers, 
the man whom she had heard of either as a hero 
of romance or & cruel murderer—-ascording to 
the private convictions of the speaker—~was under 
the same roof with herself | 

Mystery was in the very air she breathed, and 


pectivg it to bring 


up better than she might have done after the 
= blow of Cyril's approaching departure for 


She was miserable when she stopped to think ; 
but her own misfortunes seemed swallowed ay tn 
the more important events which were about to 

an to other people. 

t seemed strange to see thera all eltting round 
the table at Innchson with calm faces, 03 if 
there were no storm ebout te break sad shatter 
pleces the even courses of thelr lives, Meta 
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Mallon ate cold beef as calmly as if to-morrow 
night promised only a commonplace festivity, and 
when be met her eye returned her glance with 
quiet composure, as if they held no secres be: 
vween them. 


life, and not y teke {t with hie own 
hande? Was ft but eu hour and a-half ago that 
she conversation in 
the Ibrary, life and death seemed to hang 


drive, pald a tew calls and retarned about half- 
four. Nella went straight to her room to 
off her ee 
te het aunt. she went down. 
Ghristmas at i, and there were a 
few old the ‘to whom she wished 
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as she heard the door open behfad ber anda mas- 
Se LELTEE ant cca Wass canes 
frey Somerville, and not vi Bg hey hy om 3 
the mantelpiece and stretched out his 
with a shiver towards the fire, 
“This is better luck than Hag he 
233, after a long silence, “ to my 
aunt’s passion for charity, I get you all to my- 


digi” Reieheh, Ot 6 cnems - 
fox to unless wish 
Gee Fa oP eer toda.” : 


curling, 
“Yes—to avoid me, And let me tell you, 
that fen’s falc,” 


“Wot fair? I don’t understand you,” wal 
Fatiha teil on Geo ota of hetloos er woe 


“To fe your’ favlt that I am here at all,” he 
‘My fault! You t to bless me for {t,” 
*Much more 


to curse you! It was. 


exiztence unbearable,’ 

* You could scarcely expect me to tolerate you 
after yeaterday |” 

"Then why, for Heaven's sake, dida’s you let 
me die?” he cried, vehemently, stung to the 
quick-by her manner, 

“* Bécauss that would have been too horrible,”’ 
shadd at the remembrance, 

“You kk slow tortures better ! 
death wonld have been a joke to iti” 
“You forget that there isa hereafter,” her 

we-struck, 


no part of the ——. that you should make my 


I tell you 


was low and a 

to me when 

Sods, sents ol eames ths se 
4 every it ever 

freteed the heart of man, now fs the tine for you 


to prove whether your Christianity is worth {te 
salt. Nella, you must Histen to me, Treab me 
like a and I shall kuow that you only 
oe, oe oho gratifying your 
orn ot feat 

wapkie whan, owe me everything | 

“T owe pot nething Lat would bave been 
over by this time, and my slug would have been 


“T am notin the least afraid!” drawing up 
her neck. 
“You might ba, A doubt is everything to o 
toa man.” 


“ Those who me——”’ 
“Vere, for instance, He hae shown himself so 
trastfal” 


blindly 

* Aalf I cared wi. . he chose bo fancy!” 
>| Nell, you needn't try to 
studied you till I know 
Pan tn-and-out of your character. You are 
don’t like me;” he gave a 
gulp as stack In his cecat : 
‘* bat I think in common charloy you might con- 


For a long time she looked 21 the fire without 
answering. In spite of all that he had done and 
left undone, ber kindly heart for him at 
this the crisis of bis life, She could not doubt 


4 
r 
: 


E 


tenderly, The mere touch of the 


through bis veins, but he made a great effort te 
control himself, 


“Now go,” trying to withdraw her hand, 


“and tell Lady Somerville that the tea is getting 
cold,” 


“Let it freeze,” he sald, carelessly, ‘Do 


you know, this morning I tried to do my duty 


by Meta, but she won't give me up.” 

“ What did she say 1" 

** Toat she liked me better than all the world,” 

with a s of his shoulders, “Strange in 

fatuation, tent itt” 

“Vary strange. I wish I could cure her.” 

* You've done your best.” 

‘io Qh, no. I could have done much more than 
at.” 

“You've hated me, and there fa nothiug so 

effective as example |” 

* Then here might have had some effect upon 

me.” 

''No,. You were eet against me from the first. 

I made a pretence of hating you, but I knew I 

was a fool for my pains.” 

“Oa ‘the contrary, I think you succeeded 

ae and even now you are on the verge.” 

**Am Et” with an tfronical smile, Toen he 
stooped his head euddenly and pressed his lips 

on the back of her left hand. 

Just thea the door was thrown wide open by 
Vere, and Lady Somerville, followed by her 
daughter, came into the room, 

Nelia’s cheeks grew crimson, but Godfrey 
looked round with the utmost unconcern, know- 
ing that tf Vere had.seen, the others must have 
beer too late, 

“It was your own fault,” he said under bis 
breath, ne with a bitterly resentful glance she 
wiped the soft, white skin with her pockc! 
handkerchief as ff to @rase @ stain. 

“T was jast coming in to fetch you,” she went 
on in a louder key. 

“ Were you'’’ eald Vere, incredulously, “ You 
saemed too comfortable where you were! "’ 

** My dear Nella, why did you wait for as?” 
and Lady Somerville sat down in ber aaua! arot 
chalr with a sigh of relief, whilst Meta took her 
piace by the tea-tray. 


flannel, I thought we should never get to the 
end of them |" 

"Seen the old lady?” aaked Codfrey, with an 
affectation of unusual friendliness,‘ Hope she’s 
prepared to stump up something handsome,” 

, An expression of disgust crossed Vere's frank 


ace, 

“She seemed to think Ihad done a service to 
humanity by palliog you outof the water,” 

“ And you didn’t tell her that you wished e 
hundred times that you could have kicked me 
back again! I suppose you promised tosend ia 
"your papers, and devote the rest of your life to 
winding her akeius of wool 1” 

“Of coures, That aort.of lap-dog existence 
would suib me exactly,” g ab him 
ferociously, while Nella looked drearily and 
thiretily at the fire, aud wished that life worn as 
soon over 68 & cup of tea. 





OHAPTER XLY, 


Goprrsy Somervictz ateod on the hearthrag 
fa the drawing-room witha red camellia In his 
hand. 

Everyone was there, ready and waltiog, for 
dinner except Nella. 

Mota watched the flower with curious eyes, 
wonderlog what was to be ite destination, She 
had somes scarich anthurlums carefally inter- 
miogled with delicate ferns on the left side of 
her neck, ao concluded that {t wae not for ber, 
Presently she saw him raise the camelila to his 
lips, as ff In absence of mind, aud felt convinced 
that itcould be for no one elas. 

“Who ls that for, Godfrey?" she asked, wit) 
a conscious smile, 

“Por Nelle,” he sald, as coolly as possible. 
© Nobody thinks of her unles« I do,” 

The colour rushed into Vere’s face, bub he 
constrained himself, not to show. his latense 





soft, white fingers sent the blood coursing wildly 


disgust, ‘You see you are the only man here,’ 


“One hundred and seventy-elght yards of 




















































> 


ete ea Be EO FPG? eats hp ne HE ee allah 


. Pee ea 
oe ie 
Ue Se’ 


™ 


- a sc . 
ph eS OP 
REP ee td 


eee 
hen 


ee es ee 


— 








-_ 














492 











vi 
Side 3 





‘ 
\ 
fl 


4Y 


. 


Me 7, = 


Vi Sg uly 


4 * - 
dl 


: Wi IY 
PENG 


GRErWER/ TA 


BOTH WERE UNAWARS THAT JOR STRFHENS HAD LISTRNED TO BVERY WORD FROM UNDER THE SHELTER OF A HEDGE. 


A 


he sald, coldly, “‘ who has a right to pick Lady 
Somerville’s flowers.” 

“The only man who does, at aay rate, Don't 
walt any longer, uncle; I am sure she would not 


spot 
was best bo kick him ; but at thas moment, with 
many blushes and excuses, Nella b into 
the reom. 

“Here you are, my dear,” said Sir Edward, 
cheerliy, ‘‘The young men were just going to 
fight for the honour of walting for you.’ 

When they went Into the dining-room, Godfrey 
psesagecrly~ uenal place to wre ee next chair to 
hers, and directly grace was stooped forward 
and teid the cnaniiie beside her glasses. 

“Nella never wears red,” observed Mota, from 
acress the table, 

“ She will to-night,” he rejoined, confidently. 

And to Meta’s intense surprise, she being un- 
conscious of the friendly compact for a day and a 
half, Nella took up the flower with a pleasand 
amile and pinned it io the midet of the white 
Niles which che was wearing in the frond of her 
dress, 

io was a trifling fucident, bus Vere remembered 
thas fs only requires one straw to show which 
way the wind blows, and set his teeth in an 
dive ppointment. What was the use of his gi 
up Todle in order the better to watch over her, 
if she were bend upon throwing herself away on a 
man whom she knew to be worthless? It would 
be only torture to him to watch her descent ; and 
if he stretched ont a hand to help her she was 


certain not te use it, but t ib on one elde. 
Lady Somerville roused from hie gloomy 
reflections, 


“Is it rue that we are to lose you aud your 
friend en Wednesday next! It seems euch a 


to break up the yy such ashort while before 
Christmas, I we could persnacde you te stay 
@ lintle longer.” 

“You are kind, and I've enjoyed my stay 
here awfally,” he said, with a smile; “ but I’m 


bound by an old promise to Christmas 
with the Arkwrights, and that only allow me 
® few days at home first.” 

** Aud « very poor allowance, I should call {t, 
ff I were your mother,” thinking bow proud she 
would bave been to have had this fair-halred 
soldier for a son, 

“My mother is one of the best of women, 
and so contented with her lot that she can do 
without anything or anybody that she cannot 
get.” 


“* How mapy yeare of deprivation has it teken 
to teach her that hard lesson 1” shaking her head 
in gentle r 

‘* | assure you I’m quite an unnecessary part 
of the household, My cousin wil’ tell you the 
same,” In earnest self-defence, 

“ Many people think pleasure an unnecessary 


aunt may be one of them.” 

Vere coloured, 

“T was talking of myself, nob pleagure,” 

“Your mother might think they went or came 
together. ]’m not talking of myself,” she added, 
hurriedly ; ‘‘bat mothers generally like their 
sons.” 

“She likes me, of course; but both she and 
my father taks me philosophically, like a dose of 


“A very convenient theory,” put in Meta, 
looking amused, “when you want to spend 
your Christmas away from your own home. For 
my own part, | think if you don’t go to Elstons 
you ought to stay here, where you have one rela- 
tion at least,” ‘ 

Cyril cast one eager look at Nella, but her eyes 
were fixed on Sir Edward, who happened to be 
talking of the meet at Copplestone, though her 
eare were shut to what he was saying, and she 
mired it, 

Bending down, as if deeply interested In the 
entre on his plate, he sald, hurriedly,— 

“You have made her so thoroughly one of 
yourselves, a cousin is nowhere,” 

* Meta fa her aleter, and I am her brother,’ 





part of life,” esid Nella, with a quiet mile, " My | 





sald Godfrey, coolly. “ Somerville Hall will pro- 
vide her with enough relations without troubling 
anyone eles,” 

‘You have got nothing to do with her abd 
all!” broke out Cyril, faricusly. “There is no 
tle between you of any kind whatever. Thank 
Heaven as long as I’m alive she needn’d search 
the world for any other man to stand by her like 
a brother !” 

Nella’s eyes filled with tears, and her hands 
trembled In her lap. Mets looked 
from Vere’s flashed face to Godfrey’s, which was 
white with rage. 

*' T'll give up the relationship, bat mind you 
stick to it,” 

" Unfortunately,” sald Mr. Mallon, trying to 
calm the troubed atmosphere with an fone | 
te joke, “amateur brothers are apt to forget 

arts.’ 

‘Not when there is no other left them,” 
grimly from Cyril. 

“ What fs that about being ‘more than kin, snd 
less than kind!'” inquired Lady Somerville, 
vaguely, perfectly unaware of the storm which 
was grumbling sround her. 


(To be continued.) 








Sucrxs were almost unknown in the Adriatic 
until the Saez Canal was opened. Now the har- 
bours of Fiame and Pola are ao infested with 
them that residents dare no longer bathe in the 
open rea. 

Anyorg who has ever picked up with a bare 
hand a plece of intensely cold fron, knows that 
the touch burns almoat as badly as if the mete! 
were red-hot, Indeed, the actions of heat 
and extreme cold are eo almilar that a Hungarian 
chemist has turned the latter to account to pre- 
pare meats for food, He subjects the meat to 
sixty degrees of frost, and then seale it up in 
air-tight cans. The result ts that the meat ls 
practically ‘‘ cooked by cold.” 














“YOU LOOK TRE PIOTURE OF BRALTH, MY DEAB, BUT THEN YOU aLWaYs DO!” SAYS OLD, SIR GEORGE, GALLANTLY, 


BROWN EYES AND BLUE. 


— i 


CHAPTER IL 
THE GREY LaDy, 


Wrrnovur farther preamble I must tell you at 
onee that the grey lady Is my Aunt Richel, pri- 
vately thus age by her dutiful niece Cella, 
namely, myself, 

Having an eye to colour of some kind, be It 
ever so subdued, aunt’s uniform greyness Is to 
me monotonous, There Is a coldness of hue abont 


Hair grey, not white or silvery with" age, for 
Aums Rachal is not old—Stey or thereabeete, I 
pape a onemere en rent eee 
carefully conceal eyes grey, a atee 
which would never warm the “ treavn channels of 
one’s heart.” 

Then she persiztently dresses in grey ; for what 
reason I could never 





I often wonder whether I really am “ precious 
Celia,” “* my sweet kitten,” "“ eweetest love,” kc, 
which sho ie pleased to call me, or whether that 
is catlike of sentiment. Instinct telis me aunt 
does not quite agore me as she professes to do, 
and I know very well that I do not adore ber, 
The harmony Is, therefore, perfectly reciprocal. 

For many years past she bas filled the place of 
mother to me ; that is, as far as looking after my 
wardrobe until I grew up went, and trying her 
hardest in her siky way to wean me from Prne’s 
tender care and idolatry. 

Thie, however, she bas found useless to try any 
longer, I love Prue, and Prue lovesame, After 
father, I belleve Prue comes first. Mother I have 
not. She lies in Marifog Churchyard vader the 

esses, and Aunt Rachel, alias the grey lady, 
me! at Gable End in her stead. 

When yet but a child I used to fancy how 
charming it would be if something or somebody 
took aunt away, and left father, Prudence, and me 
together. In a vague indefinite way the idea was 
blissful; the realization, however, has nob yet 
come to pass, aud my ripened judgment telle me 
that in all haman probability only one thing will 
ever make aunt leave Gable End if she can help 
it, and that is death, 

To this plain unvarnished idea have [ come at 
last. Dati grim death comes a-knocking at ths 
door, sunt fe “‘s fixture,” and it troubles me 
now no more. What she wilis, must be—a soft, 

, velled “must” if you like, 
her beaven, not with an iron rod, but dove's wing 
tipped. Aunt withouy Gabie Had, father, 
Michael and me to rule, would be like a ahip rad- 


terming 
eequires, who superintended the tilling 
the gathering in of their harvests, 
tearing of their own flocks and herds. 
Lascelles still lived, my 
Lady Cella 





Lady Vacher, our nearest neighbours, ab Marling 
Hall. It was purely s love-match,‘ though my 
mother was a beauty and an heiress, and her 
people wished her to marry money too, but, she 
preferred father and Gable Ead. 

Favher says to this day, though"I don’t be- 
Heve he realiy means {t, that mother loved Gable 
End the better cf the two. When he enya this 
I kies bim, and say, ‘‘ You dear old darling, 
mother couldo’t do that.” 

Fer the first few years of their wedded life 
they travelled abroad, principally in Italy, and 
there it was that the for arb and all 
artistic things ripened In father’s breast, fed and 
nourished on what [t aaw around, Tnoen grand- 
father died, and they came home to Gable Ead, 
where three years after I was bern, and my 
mother died, 

“ather did not rave or weep, fondly as he loved 
her, but be shut bimeelf in the long low-ceil- 
Inged panelled room, which held all his art- 
treasures gatherod abroad in their wanderings, 
and refused to be comforted. Then it was that, 
after a lapse of eighteen months, Aunt Rachel, 
widow ox father’s only and younger brother 
Gordon, In the Indian Staff Corpa, who had died 
in India of fever a few years before, leaving a 
widow and one son behind him, not too well pro- 
vided for, came, Aunt I believe, so Prue tells 
me, came down bodily, and took porsession as ip 
were of us, father recognising her tntention of 
being useful by placidly giving way to ber par- 
ring, indomitable will; and I at that pertod 
having no voice to spare, on!y clung to Prue and 
set up a beautifal equall when she wanted to take 
me from her, 

Michael, a biggish boy at thie time, used to 
come to Gable End for his holidays, and regarded 
it at length as his home. 

As years went on aunt consulted father as to 
what Michael should be. Father sald whatever 
he liked ; at avy rate, throvgh what cogeving I 
know not, Michael was installed ac Gable Had ae 
manager of the farm lands. 

I think father was glad to have the respon- 
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» gibility and trouble of what he cared llttie about 


shifted from his shoulders, giving hia more time 
to read hls “Divina Com ”  atad: = 
bronz2s and cameos, and complie his trea 


integlios, 

I have le’> Michael's description to the last, 
Tt is, however, not necessarily least, 

Is he handsome! Perbaps—they say ao, his 
te. loudest of Rey Hale. b: Bs Mage 
wish his mother’s « y eyes, swarthy skin, 
and clean shaven facs. Pte sofh manner when he 
like his mather's, only without purr, 
voles, modulate ib as he. will—not & 







is hide Gordon and and eaveral of 
‘ i: - 


Mishaal ta 


aaraiee. } 
Why fe 16 that one never doss appreciate or 


care for what one can stretch out the hand an 
grasp without any extraneous trouble? ! 
for the waywardnese of human nature. I» fs o 
horrible, bat ever present trait. 

If Michael were not my slaye—it he never 
coneeded to my smallest whims and fancles— 
if sometimes “ eald me nay, when {t is always 
an eternal yea, I verily believe I should like him 
better. That fs, of course, I like him well 
enough, baud that fs all. Aunt, too, fe ever- 
lastingly throwing him ab me, metaphorteally 
speaking, and that fs what irritates me. I don’t 
want a man thrown at me like a ball I am 
expected to catch. I like to pick him up myself, 
of my own accord, without undue pressure, 

To give aant her due, ber Idolatry of Michael 
{s sincere enough. Nothing fs too good for him, 
and the only time when sunt's purring softness 
vanishes, giving place to an Icy demeanour, the 
only thing which moves her eilkiness of manner 
and voloe—the outward veneer of eweetness—tis 
when I refase to listen to Michael’s courtship, 
which fs on an average.about once a month. 

Then the grey eyes scintillate ominously and 
a caustic, sneering remark will oozs from (tuose 
thio lips, te be glossed over perhaps the next 
moment. 

i don’t want to be wooed. It’s unnecessary 
trouble, as C conatantly tell him. It only upsets 
ail our apple carts, hers, mine, and his for a day 
or so to no purpose, I hate being made love to, 
and [won't when I can help ft, : 

“Don's you hev him at any Miss Celts,” 
sald. Peue, ons day, when I confided to her 
thas I considered Michael's wooing au A they 
leled nuisance. She has no intense love for 
mother or son I know, though {t would takes 
good dea! more of the tartar than aunt displays 
to make Prudence quit Gable Ead. © Aunt ‘tried 
iy on once or twice, but found {ft no use. Prue, 
however, remembers this against her, and adds It 
up tn her reckoning, I've no doubt. 

“T don’t mean to, Peue. Nothing might, 
could, or would induce me, It's bad enough to 
be worried with him tow. What would te be ff 
I merried him! To be o to kiss him 
whether [ liked ip or not, and wish him at Hong 
Kong all the time, No thanks, Prue. I wouldn’s 
marry him if there waen't another man fa 
Caristendom. I don’t want to marry anyons, I 
am quite happy aa L am.” 

**S) yow are, deatle. So yow are,” asseverated 
Prue, with condderable unction, and there the 
matter ended, ; 

I have been free from undue wooing for ths laet 
few weeks, I suppose Michael has been too 
busily eagaged fa farming operations to find 
time for it, and I have been consequently + 
hilarated, I feel, however, that {t's looming in 
the horizon, that T aball not be exempt very 
much longer now. It’s about dus—overdae, I 
“—" aay. 

contrive, therefore, that we should be as 
ilctle alone as pozsible, despite aunt's manwa- 
vering ; thinking probably of the old adage, *' coa- 
etand dripptog wears away the stone,” and wieh- 
al that Michael may get his way, 

I have, consequently, this afternoon brought a 
book {nto the orchard, where, In a enug corner, 
acreened from prying gaze, and slang from bough 
to bough, fs a k which Peter under my 


eelf, recogutstn | oi 
“way, except the ebou hair, | ah be mt examine a , 





direction slung for me, 
I don’t believe even my cousin knows of this 


leafy haunt, and aunt never comes into the 
orchard if she can possibly help it ; the grass is 
too long, and generally wat, she affirme—a phan- 
tasy [ enconrage whe commendable vigour. 
Here I now He in drowsy content, the book 
scape watching the circling goats ia aaa 


"Celia! CGs—lig !” calls a volce i. the’ 





tance, evideatly by the sound just’ os 


Bate. 
Bother,” I ejaculate, disconten 
a the ownér of the . 


cys the Tayo 
.3 2 Sree 
come, I out of “b hammock tag ay 


<— a ichasl, What do you re. 
ate whore ba mad aed 
“I've b 4 I fant 


“Poor wee things,” I say, stroking the me 
with my Angers, “E om altscel berry 1 sabed 
you to get me some now; they were happy 
enough in the-groung:; burrowing, Estter have j la 
left them in peace, all,” I ead, np atog A 

“T thought you wanted them so much,” 
retaros, rather moodily, “I've been trying . 
— theze fora week past, and now you don’t want 

m,"” 

“Tam sure I thank you very much for the 
troable you have taken, Michael ; I wish though ” 
—half fretfally—‘' thas _ would nob always 
take for gospel whatever I may happen to express 
ony the sgar of aaron ay ag gua 
own mind two minutes together on those irivia 
kind of things. Why do you?” 

“Why t”" be echoes, stooping and laying the 
ttle dead moles on the grass, side by side, and 
irawing 97 t wooden milking stool 
towards him to alt down, “ because I’m a fool, I 
suppose 1” bivterly. 

“Oh, no!” I put in, with quick. amiability, 
** that fs mot the. reason at all! You do your- 
self an injustice when you say that, because you 
oe by ao magans a fool—anythiag but a fool, to 
act,” 

‘Wail, what is the reacon then !” 

*Thav's precisely what I firet asked you |” I 
rejoined, atill amfably, being in an argumentative 
frame of mind, and hoptog that if we can only 
sustain a leng discussion on mundanities, I may 
perchance escape the greater evil, and ward off 
whither we are tending. . 

tire why do you ridicule me whenever I 
speak # Wil you ever be serfons?” 

“T really can’t say! I should think probably 
not. Lam nots member of the serious family, 
and I decllae to belong to it, Anyway, I have 
no wish to ridicule you. Ididn’s think thata 
child like me could ridicule a man of yoar years. 
You give ‘me credis for belog more important 
than I thought I was i” 

“Yeu are pleying with me!” he ssserte, 
coldly, “but I will not be pat off from week to 
week, month to month, like this-——” 

Ont won't yot) I think to myself, You'll do 
as I choose abont that, I rather fancy, . 

“No, this dalliance mast end! I tell yon 
Celia, you are breaking my heart!” 

**Well, then, I'll buy and present you with a 
rnd ‘bottle of diamond cement, to put the 

two plecea gen Paes tantalisingly, 
which is wrong perhaps, under the circumstances ; 
boo T have become case-hardeseti from much 
experience, aud cannot affect tofcel the awfulness 
of the situation, as I otherwise b do, 





“Pahaw !” be ejaculates, "You may 


ro aa ae please, but Iam telling you th; 
truth—though you don’t seem to believe me |" 

“Oa the contrary, Michael! You have tol’ 
me the very same so often that I am fsin 
to believe you at last, I doubt no longer, but if 
he ou refase remy 5 bottle of Cement, what will you 


know what I want, Colla, It fan’b the 
Tve asked you for ft, so you caunct 
to soe ay ae me. I want your 
wp 
fa very Uanatily. eg Macha 
oer. all, . an Berga 


fete frostings 









yl 
t at him to 


my eyebrows in res! 


“T don’t require that at all.” 

PRB! Sgr goodnew sake, aay what you 

do want,” I rejoin tartly, “for really, Michael, 
it’s too threesome, Upon my word, I don’t believe 
you Know yourself.” 

**Ob, Wis nah a a eagerly, 


«I want you to 
"Abt x lithe gua, for th the ae 
ae neh & viclous out 


Westen ae nas for 
pater oe yo-seny " Well, then, I won't. Lam not 
in love with you, and I don’t ses why I 

you,” raising my voice aggressively, 
**] should make you love me fn time,” 
‘No, ne. You would make me detest you, 
Michael, and pray then where should we both 
be, I wonder. 6 ee oe oe 
band, I rows say, and that fs pang Patcw 
should do, if I did -what youask rae 
you! ‘Now I know what ts best for you, 
me, if you do not; and-I say 
Dlenwe st 10 be foe hse ign ince thet Twos" 
marry you. Be sensible, cousin mine, If i 


the hammock ; “you ‘must 2 me.” 

I sigh heartily, for my wise, scons 
thrown away on him, He refuses to recognize 
and accept my no. 

“You shouid paver say mush to @ woman,” I 
mutter doggediy ; ‘' because ft only makes ber 
more obstinate co take her own way. .. 

‘You must, you musit” he goes on, sob 
heeding me; “ how else will all the years of my 
life be bearable! Meccigen: thatt’” 

“ Oan’s,"’ y head, callously. « Give 
it up. Give me an euler riddle to gueu.” 

"I swear you shall marry me,” he assever- 
ates, forcibly. 

* And I awear I won't, So as wavhave both 


relieved our feelings, and sworn ec to our 
tna | we an ft ten ear. Rrra 


man wna 2 


i ae PT 
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me sous, in my hammock, awaiting aunv's 
approach. _ 

"Tes is ready, Cella, dove,” she begins, while 
atill a few yards away from me, ‘' Where has 
Michael gone!” seating herself on the 
stool which her son has bub lately vacated,  ‘‘ 


ai reins with ool as I am, sunt, thank 
ou,” outspokenness, swinging 
pase he of the hammock, 


my pet. You cannot, remember, expect to 

t father and me by your side all your. 

pg. We shall be called away, sad then you will 
oe husband's tender care,” with impressive 
90! : 

¥ think to myself, that as far as her being 
called away to join the majority goes, the burden 
would certainly not be greater than I could bear, 


murmur,— 
*§ don’t want o husband at all. I won't m 
Guble Rad all any ilecbp aayealt I 
« my y myself,” Lend very 
pointedly, 


4 
ij 


the | When I live here, by myself,” 
markedly; “K shall have Prue with aairend t 
4 

I think I score one there. 


CHAPTER ITIL 


" Head of miy father,” sald Liew Obt, “there are but 
two ways; the door must either be shut or open. I 
coust etther be nature! or unnatural.” 


T wave looked at my allver sixpence a round 
dozen times elnce I got up shies morning. It isa 
source of trouble to mo in some email sense. 1. ke 


‘alespish kind of 








curiosity,. The next thirty minutes finde me 
morbidly to remain away. To go or not 
to go, for “ the door, must be open or shut” go 
and avow my Impostare, and return my hardly: 
earned guerdon, or stay at home, leaving brown 
eyes to pick his own green meat, and eat hie bread- 
and-butter by himself. 

We do not know very much about Mrs, Grundy 
down here, and candidly I lean feverishly towards 
the going. After all, it is only a lttle open-air 
comedy, and he and I the actors. Ib harms no 
one, uct even ourselves for thal matter ; and ft 
fo certainly very entertaluing ; at least I find ib 
so, whatever he may do. 

I haves << atever to occupy my morning 
hours. Itisso hot too. Ths river would be so 
cooland nice, I think—yes,I am eure. I will 


g°. 

Thus determined, I put on my old cotton-gown 
of yesterday, also the sun-boune?, that is of {teel? 
sufficiently bucolic for my part, and with an 
empty »dasket I feel oncs more the watercross 
gatherer. I couldeven cry “' cresses, fresh wa—ter 
cree—sses”’ ali the way to the river, [f there was 
anyoue to hear, but the way fe deserted enough 
to please a St. Simon Soylives. 

‘Nearing my happy huntiog grounds [ feel a 
thrill, as I look caretally round 
for the grey Norfolk jecket, but it is non est No 
outward and visible sign of angling maubood 
oecuples the ad. No mortal divides the 
landscape with me. A few sheep browsing on the 
distant heath ground are the only liviug, breath- 
oe besides myself in sight. 
suppose I must have fully expected that my 
angler of yesterday would be hers this morning, 
or I should not feel as I do—decidedly disap- 
pointed by his absence. 
I sit down on the bank, clore to the water. 


bed, 
favourite poaltion of mine—I gaze ot the river 
meandering along on {ts ever’ way to where 
a the great flapping, grinding mili ab East 


Over the water-mosses, past the bulrashes, 


clear depths shoals of tiny dace, 
swiftly in goodly company. 
There is » languorous charm in the summer 
morning, a dreamy restfulness fo the murmiar of 
the river, the swaying hush of the tall, sedge 
grasses, In the wood opposite cooes 2 wood 
, like a Intlaby. 
* | feel very drowsy—quite sleepy, fn fact. Very 
livtle more would send me off {nto a aweet encore. 
Ob! gentle sleep ! 
Ab! Topen my eyes, suddeniy, with « start, 
for poslulvaly I did go off—~for how long I cannot 
say. I wonder what woke me? 


Lifting lids lauguidly I perceive a long 
shadow on the grass beside me, and someone 
says.— 

* Blue Eyes } you were nodding |" 

Oa the lee of the moment Iam tempted 
to take the by the horns, and, careless of 


 Beown ehesT Sa Ui ight: “Twi Meiibe 

‘ Brown eyes! you are t, was n . 
In fact, not only noddiug, but asleep was L” 

However, ‘second thoughts, which they asy are 
always the best, shows me that this l¢ an fil- 
ato impales, not to be given way to at any 
hacerd, 

So I only smile up at bim In the sunshine and 
say, softly, still with thet drowsy languor full on 


Mornin’, master.” 

“Tam glad to see you've kept your word,” he 
goes on, épprovingly, drawing his rod out of the 
canvas case, and proceeding to pub {0 together, 
“TI dare say I van find something to give you to 
do, I haven’t forgotten my batt to-day, that’s 
oe ab any rate, What a lovely day 

* Ay, lt's right fale weather,” I aseeverate, 
with a country superiority to weather generally, 
watching him unwiod his ine and bait the hook, 

"Right fale weather!” he repeats, imitating 
my intonation. “How Uotle you country-folixs 
the glorions cua, when you can call 
as this only ‘ right fair 1’ [0's ecatatic 
weather, Peobably, though, you dou’) kaow 
whad ecstatic means, Do you!” 


il 





I nod with composure, 

*tAh! yes, of course, they teach everything fa 
schools now, = :theticiam incladed, Well, have 
you spent your sixpence yet?” taking a cigarette 
ease out of hie vreast-pocket, and lighting one of 
the contents, 

“" Naw,” ailing, and, fumbling in my pocket, 
I bring {¢ trlamphantly forth. 

“Tage it bas not burnt a hole fn your pocket 
yet, or are you of miserly proclivities, and keep 
a balance at your banker's!” jokingly 

No doubt he imagines himself a very  Klog 
Cophetua and the beggar-maid,” bantaring wish 
a watercress-girl, I rather think he would smile 
the other side of bis mouth ff he knew how 
completely he Is being deceived by a country 
mous. 

I make no response to the above, leaving him 
to infer that {t ls beyond the reach of my limited 
country comprehension. 


“What's your name, Biue Eyes?’ he asks, 
after a pause, drawiag at hia cigarette. 
“Celiai” I answer, promptly, seeing no 


reason, in this case, ab Inast, why I should net 
speak the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but 
the truth, to put ib canonically. 

*' Well, Calial let me tell you that I con- 
elder you a very creditable sample of Marling 
rusticity.. I think, perhaps, Phyllis would be 
more suitable for you: than Oella, though mo 
doubt your parents knew beat when they had you 
baptised, In my mind, however, you are more 
ofa Phyllis than a Oslia, I suppose you have 
never heard of efther darmeel for that mabier, and 
Tan talking double Dutch. Wow, tf [-put ft 
plainly, and ask you ff you are nob the village 
beauty, you will anderetand that fast enough,” 

I nod, The mandarin performiazee is ao in- 
finitely easier than speech that I adopt [t on 
every possible occasion. 

“Of course you do; and of courseI am not 
the fired man who has told you that, am I?” 

Qa reflection I oan call to mind that I have heard 
the same optalon expressed before, consequently, 
L utter a very plecid “ Naw,” 

" Naturally Hodge, or Strephon, or whoever the 
favoured ewaln may be, bas conelderably on- 
lightened you on that point, so my observation 
hae not the merit of extreme novelty. Colla, 
the bells of Marling! Uponmyword, Blue Hyena, 
ry aimcst make me wish that I was an artist, 

‘d draw you jashas you are, basket of water- 
cresses and all, Unfortunately I can’s draw a 
straight line, mach lees the female form divine, 
eo T.cannot take advantage of you es a model, 
You might earn a good many silver sixpences that 
way {f you choose, And now,astoLubin. Who 
ia be, what is he? How mach does he earn a 
week, and when are you to be married?” lasliy 
Inqalaitive, 

“ Lubin }”’ I echo, pattlag on the baocolle 
stare. J know well enough what he means, bub 
Tintend him to enlarge upon his small hamour 
for my edification. 

*'My dear Bige Eyes, do not look so whole- 
somely innocent. There is always o Lubin or a 
Strephon in Arcadia. And Marlin, seoms te 
possess all the necessary attributes of an Arcadia 
on & amall scale, including a ready-made Payllls, 
Saweet and tender,’ as the poet says. If you 
don’t know what I mean by Lubin I will call 
& spade a spade, and say, la good old English, a 
aweetheart |” 


‘A sweetheart!" I echo, stupidly, getting a 
little red though, as I repeat it after him, for 
Isck of something better to say for the moment. 

To be veractous, I rather think that Michael 
might come under the above denanelation, but 
whatever I may choose todo as an actrew I will 
not briagany of the family fate the argument, 
even {i I did choose to make brown eyes my 
father confessor. 


Oonstrained to 
this atraightforward demand I mutter, low- 
voiced ,—- 

« Tdoan’t knaw.” 

“Oh { you doan’t-knaw, don’t you,” mocking 
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more congenial 

lunch. I supply the bread-and-butter, as per 
vesterday’s contrsct, and you the watercresses. 
Now ul pick a handful and give them to you to 
sort and pick over ready for the repast.” 


in the world appearing on 
unfrequented road, where 


these two, I marvel 
he should be here, for {t is compl out of his 
deat, 

Ip almost seems to my distorted Imagination, as 
if he came to mar my litele comedy 
of errors, and hasten ihe dénoucment. 

There ia no use in the untoward cir 


the matters straight In the face, and meet the 
situation In the best manner posable, It ie hope- 
lees for me to hope he may pese by and not see 


preeented full in view. 

The sogler is eupremely and uneon 
scious of the perturbation of my at this 
janctare; and {ft is only when they get qaite 
near that he lezily turns his head from the river 
to sean the a pair. Ivie a matter of 
no moment to him who ™ passes this way,” 


— the watercress as if my daily bread de- 
pended upon the swiftness of ngere, 

If for a brief second or two I dream thad they 
may perchance, by some wonderful freak of Dame 


: 


g short and eyeing where I 
rest under the hawthorn ; I hear, too, that with 
the amsazsment mingles also disapprobation. 

* You! Ovlia!"? I remark, defiantly, eyeing him 
back from my sun-bonnet, 

“ Gin I maan doy—I msun doy!” as the man 
sald, and since a dénoucment must come let it be 
over and quickly done, 

Sir George has checked his cob on seetpg Michael 
stop, and utter my name, 

“Ah, my dear! How are you!” he says 
pleasantly, leaning from his horse to shake hands 
with me, for I have risen and gone over to them. 

“ well, thanks, Sir George,” I return low 
voiced, hoping that the angler, those very few 
roy mon we rn all ewe ty bd 
late song ve va y 
and eudd bens re len the baker in 
** Hunting Soark.” Also wondering, if he 
beara, what he thinks of it all. 

“You certainly look the picture of health, my 
dear, but then you always do, for the matter of 





that,” says old Str George, gallantly, the 
to keep bim still, “ is it we 
anything of you at the Hall lately? 
got some new sunflower patteras 
from London to show you when you come, Ob | 
and tell your father from me that I've bought a 
Velasquez —-they tell me 
he original iteelf, but I 
want him to come and give me his o of ft 
before it’s hang. I expect he’s seen the original, 
and will know at once whether it’s a good copy 
or not. J shall be at home any evening this week, 
tell him from me, and I’ve a first-rate cigar to 
give him. Say I hope he'll come soon, Don's 
forget, now.” 

“No, I won't forget. Father will be delighted 
I know, at the chance of ‘a good ‘ 

Daring this colloquy has been standing 
on by, eyeing the angler’s back with a lower- 

g glance. 

I mentally wonder what this fisherman thinks, 
and edge round a little to see if he is taking any 
notice of the group pear him. 

No; from sppearancer, seemingly not. He is 
standing very upright on the bank, in exactly the 
same spot that he was—stiffy u b, it strikes 
me, holding his rod with both hands, as if 
his life depended on keeping it In that one 
position. 


For all.or any movement on bis part he might 


eye | jasvas well be an automaton angler—a duodi- 
eemo edition of Psycho or Zvé. 


“IT must be getting back to the Hail for 
lunch,” pute in Sir George, turning to Michael, 
“Thanks, Lascelles, for those hints of yours 
about that land d for the brakefield. I'll 
have it begun at once, The men shall begin on 
it to-morrow. Toat brake has been an eyesdre 
to me for years past, Perhaps you wouldn't mind 
viving a look at the men now and sgain while 
they are on the job,” 

“Yes, certainly I wil), with pleasure, Sir 
George,” responds my cousin, still with steel grey 
eyes fixed on the automaton. 

“Thanks! there’s a good fellow. I'm much 
obliged to you, Good-bye, Celis, my dear | Don’t 
forget to give your father my message, and come 
with bim. Lady Vacher fs always delighted to see 
young faces about her, Good-bye!” and the old 
baronet, raising bis hat, trots away on the roan 
cob, and Is soon lost to sight, 

I look after him till he turnethe corner over 
the red brick bridge, wondering what will happen 
next—whabd epilogue will be spoken to my 
comedy { We all three stand in grim silence. A 
dummy trio. Taoen grappling with fate, and 
takiog the bnil by the horns, I look fall at 
Michael and utter a monosyllabic ‘’ Well |” 

He, facing me, answers coldly,— 

‘*Whst are you going todo} Are you co 
home, or are you going to remain here }’’ with a 
glower at the uncon:cions broad back. 

“1 really don’: know!” contemplatively ; 
“'whatare you going to do!” indifferently. 

“I? Ob, Iam going home,” with emphasis, 
** you, of courses, can please yourself.” 

"Tam fally aware of that,” I return somewhat 
shortly, for Michael speaks to me exactly as if I 
were a panghty child. Per Tam, I am nod 
sure, ‘What time is {01 I inquire, as if time 
were the only obstacle in the path of my re- 
maining. 

7 minutes to one,” taking ont his wateb, 
and surveying it for my benefit. 

“Dear me, I bad no Idea {tb wasso late, I 
suppose I had better come too.” 

**T should say you had,” he mutters, with a 
significant glance at the automaton fieherman ; 
“ but, as I said before, please yourself.” 

“TI fally intend to,” I rejoin, jauntily, fully 
determined not to be nonplussed at any 3 
and having thus signified my Intention I move 
closer to the hawthorn with the intention of re- 
galuing my basket, while Michael saunters 
forward a few paces in advance. 

Then {It fe thas I cannot make up my mind 
whether to pick up the basket and waik off with- 
out another word; or to say something, and 
what? Apology seems out of yon; besides I 
am notone atom sorry. Why dIlbe? It 
was his fault in the beginning. A return to the 





Norfolk Mingo is ridicukus, The joke will at 
once lose Ite exquisite point, 

Bother the man! I wish he would help mre i. 
this difi-ulty. Jf be would only tarn rouad and 
laugh, or say how much he enjoys the merry jes:, 
ft would be so much easier for me; bun no 
“ tattered "in a field to scare away 
birds was ever more stolid}jy unmovable then 


my late genial, pleasant Strange 
that he seemingly cannot Pc it in the same 


lightas Ido, Strange, but true, 
A moment's irresolutior, then I march boidly 
=P to that broad back, and say, somewhat feebly 


own,— 
"I am going now.” 
It is no very startling remark, but ab the 
sound of my my own 0 one, not the 
conptry draw), tly addressing him, he tarns 


swifely, and faces me, Never, no never, shall J 

forget the expression of his face, Ib is full c! 

the most intense and unconcealed mortification. 

—_ he considers himself an injured in- 
ual, 


“Iam golng now,” I sffirm again, partly to 

comfortable silence, partly to fore: 
him to make some kind of answer, be Ib good, 
bad, or Indifferent. ‘‘ You can keep the baskes 
of watercress if you like!’’ I end, amilably, tw 
show bia that I at least am not cross. 

He lays his rod down fist om the bank, takes 
up the basket, and hande it to me. 

“I would not deprive you of it for worlds! ’ 
hs snewers, stiffiy, all the pleasant, smiling 
genlality of half-an-hour back vanished from 
voice and manner. It makes me feel, somehow, 
that I have been a naughty child, and yet I really 
did nob mean to be} That he is huffy ie moss 
crident, 

“Ip ie nob 


! 
olive-branch fn the sha 
he deliberately turns his back on me, takes up 
his rod, and goes on fishing before my very 


eyes, Fate 

The tinge of frony in that sweeping bow, bare- 
headed, and cold polite “ good-morning,” anni- 
hitates me, It saye as piainiy as 1b can, — 

“Go, [am diegusted with you! Yon have 
been making s fool of me; go.” A mute re 


Toere is nothing further to be said or done, 
The epllogve to my little comedy has been 
spoken. Yesterdsy I made my début, to-day 
make my exit. C est tout fini, 

Backet in hand, | trudge after Michael, linger- 
ing on the road, some paces away, his band in 
his pocket, We walk on silently for a moment 
or two, then he says, abruptly,—_. 

* Who's that man, Cella?” 

- ‘Which man? What mani Where?” I 
anewer, quickly, looking all round me as if J 
expected to behold some wondrous novelty in the 
shape of mankind on the horizon, knowing quite 
well in my inner consclousness who he me«n:: 
but by this time I have recovered a little from 
my total annihilation, and ready to do battle on 
the smallest provocation. 

‘* You know what I mean,” he jerks oni, 
sulkily ; " though you pretend you don’s.” 

**Bat I don’s see any man, Michael,” ep 
deavouring to be jocose, 

“ Well, that ficher fellow on the bank you were 
hob-a-nobbing with when Sir George and I came 

” 


“Yt by ‘that man’ and ‘that fisher-fellow’ you 
happen to mean that gentleman,” with emphasis, 
“who was standing near me holding his fi.birg- 
rod, and trying hard to catch some fish when you 
came on the scene, well, Iam extremely sorry 
to inform you that I really cannot answer youx 
natural inquiry, for the very good reason that | 
m N yoo 1” regarding amazedly, " do 

*' Nob wih” reg me P 
you mean to say that you are in the habit of 
picking up any stray snob who may chance to 


a 
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come fishing the Marling river from Heaven 
where.” 


knows 

“ And Heaven hus at present kept the know- 
lodge to iteelf,” I return, jocorely, bat I certatuly 
did nob mean to eay it, and I don’t think, more- 
over, that I did sayso, As to Lave ay Sag Ae 


E 


« And also ‘Pish i’ and, maybe,‘ Pooh 1’ I 
quote, . for by this time my spirits have 


“You are perfectly tncorrigible, Cella!” dis- 
Cr T bec, Michael, incorrigible, I wonder you 


lang Save 9e Sanit eed pees 
of mant How long has it pleased you to 
gather stray comrades fo your morning wander- 
fags es opportunity offers—for a dey, 6 week, a 
month past?” 

Lab me see now,” I return, thoughtfully, as 
if trying te remember, “ Was it a 
month, or a dey! I sm Inclined to 
must be only a day when I come to think 
tt, Yes, a day—twenty-four whole hours !” 

““QOad of a fellow!” he mutters, une 
find « vent peg for his wrath.. 

“ Well, ls there anything else your royal bigh- 
ness would like to cross qvestion me upon while 
the subject fs red-hot, becac ready 
and willing? You ehall be permitted to be as 
carious as yon please,” 

“J aball make ft my business to find out who 
pao is;"’ he grumbles op, anable to parry 
my 


: 
¢ 


how an he does me no harm; and 
i ey may be, an 
When Mchael ts most {ll-humoured I am 


corres amiable, I will wot quarrel, 
We wien, Led T allowed mx tp bs cone, has 
fierce fisherman—a war 


“ over the poor 
of words and ended knows where ; 
1 re — 
we reach a ud m 
hand on his arm. script Zell 
’ Poor old thing!'’ I murmur, soothingly. 
Then I run alorg narrow psth to the house, 


and leave bim to follow with molffied wrath, 
My petite comedic la over, and the curtain drops, 
Strange, but I am sorry that it falls, 


A DAUGHTER OF THE PEOPLE, 


-—'0:— 
(Continued from page 438.) 
Slowly Is dawned on her that probably her 
husband's jealousy might be known, that per- 
heps she was belleved guilty, and so she had 
been punished. 
She started up, a red spot on either cheek, her 


flashing. 

“ How dare they? Oh! how dare they! I 
will not endure ft ; I will fight fb out! I have 
lost happiness and love ; I will not lose my good 


name.” 

She shivered as if with cold, though, indeed, 

face and hands burned feverishly. 

“Oh,” she said, i now of the 
“to-morrow I will compel her to tell 

ee! It is not wise or kind to hide it from 

me 


It was Very late, bat Frederick did not retarn. 
Ghe waited hour after hour, hoping he would 
come, and all unconscious of the part he was 
even then playing, not knowing that her wrongs 
were being avenged In part {no the prosence of o 
crowd of men. 

Oliver, on lew her, had gone straight to 
the club, where he found Frederick playing 
ecarté. He looked up and nodded to lad, 
who returned his salute with a stony stare, and 


walked over to Olfver. 
“What ts the matter, old boy?” he asked, 


pap beg bong merger dy mney 
hey youth bent his fine, frank eyes full upon 


“You know very well; but I am willing to 
shake hands and be frieuds if you will return to 
Lady Greatorex.” — 
cousin ranttered an oath under cover of 
his moustache. 
“So you are on her side?” savagely. 


the state of affsire.” 

* Look here, Oliver,” Greatorex said, loudly 
and fi , ‘*the Duchess is my enemy, and my 
wife's fciend ; she fs willing to blacken me to my 
acqualatances, and make me sppear the sinner. 
If you come from Lady Greatorex, you may 
she has made me 
suffer double ; say, too, to Ormeby, 
I will brand him with 


: 
4 
i 
F 


one hand as ff demanding attention. 
Gen ” he said, and young Oliver 
placed himself bim, "I demand « hearing. 
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"You ie!’ Greatorex broke in, madly, afraid 
leat detection should ensue, 

Oh { that Valentine were at band te help him 
with her ready wit. 

“Prove that I lie!” Maurice retorted, In a 
white rage. 

Greatorex spracng upon bim and clutched ab 
his throat; bat Maurice wae the stronger, and 
be flang him cff; then, before anyone could 
interfere, blows had been exchanged, and Grea- 
torex had an ugly wound on the cheek, whilst 
his mouth was bleeding freely. 

Then man rushed in and stayed the fight, 
and some led “my Icri” away, he cursing 
and straggling, and swearing to bave bis re- 


venge. 

Maurice quietly wiped the blood from his 
hands that had flown from his autegonist’s face 
—ha, bimself, had received no wound ; then he 
flashed on the assembled men. 

“Let no man dare to couple my name with 
that of Lady Greatorez, eltber io my hearing or 
to my knowledge; and let no one dare to speak 
lightly of her in my presence.” 

Then he moved to the door ; bub many a hand 
was extended to him, for, despite hia teciturnity, 
be was well liked; he had done eo many " good 
turne” to fellows in hie seb in that quiet, an- 
obtrusive way of his, and there was scarcely @ 
man who could really and honestly believe the 
accusation brought egainst him. Maarice replied 
to all thelr kindly epeeches, then broke away 
from them, aad, reaching the door, found Oliver 
beside bim. 

“Let me go with you,” the lad entreated, 
and the other made mo remonstrance; so they 
stepped ont into the lovely starlit night to- 


gether. 
(Zo be concluded im our nxt) 








OPALS AND DIAMONDS. 
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OHAPTER XXVL 
“yoU NEED NOT FEAB, EWESTHRART.” 


Macore felt strangely desolate after the death 
of her father, They had loved each other eo de- 
votedly, with a perfect affection that does not 
very often exist between perent aad child, He 
was the last link that bound her to the old life ; 
she hed not one of her own family left near her, 
and atie felt alone, despite the great love of her 
husband, and the clinging affection of her litcle 
child, for she knew that Sir Lionel might be lost 
to her some day, in @ worse manner than by 
death, acd the knowledge prevented ber being 
able to console heree!f fally by leaning on his love 
and protection, as she was but too well a 
that at any mioute she might be deprived of i 
Of course {t was not likely, yet the dreadful 
doom that hung over the male members of his 
race might fall on bim at any moment, and leave 
her worse than widowed, so she was sorrowfal 
and restless through the dreary winter thas 
followed. 

She tried to get rid of her sad thoughts by 
golng among the villagers and poor people, snd 
relieving their several wante snd necessities, in 
all of which efforts she was ably seconded by the 
indefatigable Mrs. Truelove, but after Christmas 
she loat her, 

Mr. Traelove was sppointed to a lous 
perish In London, and went thither, and the old 
Parsonage waa sbut ap, ond one of Mr, Travere’s 
ourates officiated at Wingfield church—s eancti- 
monious young map, who wore bulgy boots and 
baggy trousers, carried an umbrella of the 
“ gamp” order, and sported a shovel hat of such 
gigantic dimensions that it would have excited 
sentimente of envy sud admiration fn even 
the breast of an elder from the great Salt Lake 


City. 

Sir Lionel cordially disliked this reedy-volced 
young mano, with his up wholesomely cadaverous 
complexion, and his ferret-like eyes, which were 








(To be continued.) 


shall | sfflicted with a perpetaal spasmodic, double- 


barrelled wink, so always drove fnto Inchfeld 
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church, and Lady Molynenx went with him, and 
thus her parish work ceased to be a onal 
to her, and her charities were out 
y hirelings’ hands, and she gave herself up 
almost entirely to the occupation of 
Mttle Jack, whose sedate, winsome ways were 
irresistible, and made her almost idolfzs and wor- 
ship him, forgetting the commandment that tells 
us we must not bow down to or worship anything 
on earth. 
Still te wasexcurable, perbaps, fa her case, for 
she seemed to have little else to love and worebip 
daring those chill winter days, when,— 


= w-oold and white the Jandscape spread 
A waste benesth a leaden sky,” 


Sir Lionel being often away on business, and her 
mourning for her father preventing her from 
holding bigh reve) at the Hal),.and dooming her 
to “sad solitude,” 
She was often dull, often lonely, often pas- 
regretful, after she had seen her husband 
ride away, knowing that he must be absent for 
several days, and would wander aimlessly through 
the magnificent rooms of her palatial home, till 
she saw her boy coming from his walk 
in bis nurse's arms ; then al! her languor, all her 
énnus, @l her sorrow for her father would 
vanish for awhile. She would go the nursery, 


*' Lo, with eadden sun and flowers, 
The winter world was eharmed to Spring.’ 


She forgot everything as she played with the 
golden-haired cherub, and sang to him softly, and 
tried to make him smile, and lose his habitual 
angelic expression of gentle res'goation, which 
somehow or other gave her such a sharp pavg at 
heart somatimes, hardly Enew why. 

She was not when the reign of Kin 
Frost came b0-08.on, item tha ine becke wp, an 
the enow melted, and the great queer-shaped 
clouds, like huge scarred mountain peaks, dis- 
persed, and that primrose colour at times filled 
the sky which tells that spring Is close at hand, 
and the rooks began to build in the tall, naked 
elm-trees, and the pale snowdrops and modest 
vielets looked up at the heavens again, inetend of 
burying their beauties amid the withered steme 
that once bore the blossoms of a epring numbered 
tm the ead roll of bygove years, and the bright 
blue of the ground tvy, and the burning gold of 
the crocus, made touches of bright colour amid 
the flowers, and the comforting sunraye came 
of Heaven, 
Nghting wp all the earth with refalgence 
and brilliance, and she conld wander In the gar-. 
dens and the woods that lay around the Hall, 
baby in her arms, letting him jus) toddle 
a few steps now and again, then catching 
him up and perching him on her shoulder, bound- 
ing along like a @ gezelle, forgetting all the 
stateliness and dignity abe ought to have assumed 
ae Eady Molynenx of Molynenx Hall. 

"Going to hunb to-day, Li?” she asked one 
morning towarde the end of March, as her 
husband came into the breskfast-room, resplep- 
dent fn pink, 

"Yes, love. The last meet of the season,” 

“The last? Where do they meet?” 

Ad Sittingdale’s.” 

“Yes, the very last. Ate you glad 1° ‘Th 

Yea, the very € you ” There 
was an ezultant ring about “ inet 

"'T think I am a little bit,” 

“Why?” 

“ Because lam always afrald of your meeting 
with an accident,” she snswered, looking at him 
tenderly ; “and then I shall see more of you. 
1 lowe # great des! of your acclety nob being able 
to ride,’ 

Would you like to learn, deat 1” 

No, thanks ; I think not. I have not enongh 
courage to make & good rider, and you wouldn d 
let me ride to-hounds, I suppose, so I shouldn’t 
gain much by it,” 


"Well, no, Maggie, I would rather you didn’t, 


T don’t like to see women fp the hunting Seld, 
fiying over hedges and ditches, 4 Ba 
bard as they can wt the imminent of breaking 
their necks,” ; ' ae 
“Then you ree lj wouldn’t be miuch ase my 





re ee observed, with a charming smile, 
‘asl hot get more of your svelety by so } to 
doing.” 


‘Haven't. you enough of {Ib now, little 
gg 1” he asked, golng over and kneeling beside 


“No,” she answered, putting her arms round 
his neck and resting her cheek on his. * I should 
never have enough of It.” 

" Not if you saw me every dey for twenty 
years, without a single break?” 

“ Not if I eaw you every day, and sli day long, 
for whundred years. withond belng absent from 
you a alsgie minute.” 

‘Darling i” he ejaculated, kissing the soft 
Hips near his own, ‘* And will you always love 
me jike this!" he queried after a pater, 

“ Always, What sbould make me change!” 

“I don’t know. You might.” 

“T think not; and you, Li—will you always 
care forme as you do now!” she whispered, 
looking down at him with her lovely eyes fall of 
an Inexpreselble tenderness, 

“ My dearest, nted you ark }” 

“Yes, I want to know. Something might 
change you, might make you cease to regard me 
as you do now,” 

“Nothing could do that. You need not fear, 
sweetheart; you have everything to keep me,” 
Patol thasnegulant Wis Bark ae he tee 

em a ere be left her 
te mount his horse, and ride off to join the ardent 
throng of sportemen that walted for him In Inch- 
fold Wooda 

The shades of evening bad fallen ,over 
* Mother Harth’s” wide bosom before Sir Lionel 
returned, and when he came he was nob alone; 
Terence O'Hara, Lord Sittingdale, and Henrico 
Clinton ¢ me with him. 

Me started with surprise on seeing her 
soma she had no idea he was staying at 
Sittingdale Manor, though she knew young 
Citaton was, and fora moment the old sickening 
sensation of fear seized her, chilling the bounding 
blood in her veins ; but she recovered hereelf as 
the Irishman greeted her, a smile on his ips, a 
light In his blue eyes that made him look more 
like the Terence of former dayr, and did away 
with the sinfster, repellent expression that of 
late had habitually rested on his handsome face, 

“You are doubtlesa.surprised to see me, Lady 
Molyneux,” he began, in his most fascinating 


manzer, 

“Tam alittle,” she answered steadily, sup- 
pressing theemotion she felt. ‘‘ I did not know 
you were staying at Sittingdale, so the pleasure 
ie unexpected,” 

‘Thanks, I culy came down two days ago 
for a breath of fresh air, I have been working 
very hard, and felt I wanted a change.” 

Yes, I hear you have been very successful 
of late.” 

‘* Yer, falriy ac," he acknowledged, with a 
slight curl of his lip, for he bad made a perfect 
fortune Curing the — year, and his popularity 
grew. greater every ay. 

**Did you bayea good run)” asked the fair 
hostess, when the gentlemen doffed their mud- 
bespateered pink and donned thelr swallow tatle, 
and they sat at dinner in the great diuing-room, 
where a bright fira blazed yess mite eine 
and the pink ee enone Baw wen: § e 

thinge, an 


a 


table loaded with good ; snowy napery, 
and « i and glivtering gold plate. 

s i” responded. Clinton, “ Never 
remember a bebter.”’ 


* And were you all in atthe death!” 

‘No, Only O’Hara and the hunt «n had 
that honours We were left behind, N. .o well 
mounted, you know.” 

" » Li” she exclaimed, ‘iooking at her 
hus "*T thought Pearl was the fastest horse 
in the county }” ' 

“* So did J,” he: answered, smilingly, ‘' but 

seo we were mistaken, © Hara’s thorough. 
bay surpasses her.” 

‘*Yer,” thought the Irishman, as he locked 
from the exquisite fair isce of the wile to the 
handsome dark one of the husband, ‘and I will 





yourself, aud win the day yet.” 





you 
Yam surprised,” continued Lady Molyneux. | 


“ Your horse mustbes very fast goer,” she added 


“Hels |" heagreed. ‘I never rode a faster,’ 
“ Coat_you » small fortune, I auppose?” 
= Lord Sibvtingdale, 

“ ‘. 


penetrated to the warm, scented room, and ewepy 
across her. 

*'Do yon?” abe sald mechanically, and thes 
added quickly, with a visible effort, “Tell mo 
about the ran?” . 

“ Well, the honnde were firat taken to Inch. 


ga here were mall phaetons, filled with 
ladies; pony cerrisges, driven demoiselles 
fa costames, dog-carts men who 


eres for oo the true wry 
to every pleasure, 
Laat ; ie pall, 
" 'Toere are some pleasures mever 
0 matter how. much you. indulge fa 


* ” ted 
tend = 7, pomeehioa? eerie! 
a shall botany plonsed oy it Eady aij nous 


fr, 
“ Of course she wishes 16,” sald Sir Lionel, 
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6 bo iw the world, 
“Thanks. 2, am “you Tiso, I will 
try and rememiber some muale,” 
He wend over to th and Milton 
Welng + area ad, tre,” 
% éal of {nto the 
“Come” ” sweetheart,” part, 


bat hear, concentrate her attention as she would 
on the low-tomed conversation of the man at her 
aide, and when O'Hara began to sing “ For 
aver,” hs ogg a {ovoluntartly and Hetened, for 
he seemed to be pouring his whole soul with 
extraordinary fervour into the words. 

'' I think: of ali thon art to me, 


I dream of what thou canst not be: 
My ile is curs't with thoughts of tuee, 
For ever and for ever!” 


He sang as b he meant ft; with wonder- 
Pwo open oh ear . 


* Ah, leave me not! I love but theet 
Blessiog or curse, which ere thou be, 
e' be as thou hast been to me, 

: Bver and for ever |" 


“Do you ike that song?” he <iked, when 
nee finished, going over and standing beside 


"Yes, I think ft-ts beautiful,” sha answered in 
4 low voice, without looking up at bim. 

"Sodol Ibe A@ man’s feelings s0 
well. A woman‘may bes curse to hing, and yet 
—sad yet, he would euffer anything, sometimes 
rather then love her—rather than be debstred 
the right of looking foto ber eyes, of holding 
ber Leet kissing her Ups, of ‘hearing her 


“a srepeke with barel eased passion, and 
Lady Mol m : ba = Vnewead 

8, y 
knowlng wi t to say, while y ed 





at the handsome flashed andthe: brilliant 
blae eyes, ‘and thought oS thet pat 
rtist-f 


Gece 


Hentoo, might conthwot ee he 


toch, 
He sat down at ‘a alde, and chatted 
away easily and gaily, as to make u 


iP 
his emotional outbreak, and took not the least 
notices of CHnton’s black looks. Tr 





A 


of bis own beyond the sens, graced ti 
fair presence at & (sllebapee soldenbatrod 


‘ CHAPTER XXVILI. 
THE ISLAND OF HAPPINESS, 


» Lag oh ba alttings to commence for your 
portral ly Molyneux *” 
O'Hara saked 


in a carefully-guarded voice, as be leanb on the 
of the ivy-grown terrace at Maggie’: 
away over the park and sweep of 
waodiand at the range of mountains that shut 


one would have guessed the eagerness with which 
he walted for her answer. 

16 was the month of roses, and he'had been 
located af the Hall neatly aix wecke—alx weeks 
which had been full of moments of a mad, 
him, and of bitter, dezpairiag 


m to be near Maggie. She had 
him fn a great degree—his man- 
friendly sud calm, she thought 
relfaguished all idea of revenge. She did 
{ that {¢ had simply taken another 
remembering the past, she. was 
him, so gentle that he was in- 
that fo time, with oppor- 
¢ her from her. husband, 
ain, and persuade her to 
sunny climes, leaving 
dear—houour, fame, 


ttle Jack’s portrait, and 
had been present, but also 
é course, prevented him from 

and carrying ont his Inteniions, but 
the elttings she was to give 


exprees a-wish to be alone with 
el; ‘ould be nothing strange iu 
that, as artiste like to be overlooked while 
working; and {t would give.him opportunities to 
breathe insidious. flattery into her ear, and to 

unfold his hideous scheme for her un- 


ARIEL 
EER eSee- GLEE; 
hale [is 3 
HH 


E 


i 


a 


FF 
ge 
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“§ There is no necessity to get it over quickly,” 
kindly; lifting her violet eyes to his; 


“wedo not want you to hurry away from the 
Hall unlees you to do so.” . 
**T moat certainly do not, Iam con 


hee cones pene: had made him long 
to take her fn his arms and kiss the sweet mobile 
mouth as he had done In the 





out from view the restless, toasing ccean, and no | 





“Thanks, Then I shall expect you {in my 
studio at eleven punctually ?” 

"Yes," 

* T hops you won't mind coming alone! I can 
paint eo much better when [ have only my model 
with me ; another person in the room has 6 dis- 
turbing effect, and distracts my attention,” 

* Not at ali; I can quite understand your feal- 
ings. I mvst be very irritating to have a third 
person constantly fu the room with you.” 

*¢ I ds very irritating,” he replied, with em- 


P 

® The only person who will be likely to come 
and have a pesp at It occasionally is Sir Lionel.” 

“Oh, of courae, I don’t mind him!” he said, 
hastily, 

‘* No; and he won't be able to disturb you 
very much, he fs always eo busy ab thie time of 
the year. He doesn’t seem to think his steward 
manages things properly on the farma unlees be 
keeps his eye on him, and superintends matters, 
and fs generally out {n the mornings.” 

“So much the better,” muttered O'Hara, otic 
voce. *' Will give me greater opportunities.” 

“What costume do you wish me to wear?” 
asked Maggie, after a pause of some miontes. 

“*T think black velveb would be the bast, 
aniess you fancy anything else.” 

“Wo, I have no particular fancy, aud should 
much prefer your arranging the details of my 
costume,” 

"In that case would you kindly let me see the 
dress you propose to wear t” 

** Certainly, I will tell Brenshaw to bring ib 
down to the library, then you can give me any 
hints about it that you think will be necessary,” 

“ With plessure.” 

And then these two, who were once so much 
to each other, went to the library, and criticised 
the costly velvet dress, with {ts old point trim- 
mings, and O'Hara suggested an alteration here 
and an addition there, and told her she mast wear 
some jewels to enliven the sombreness of her 
tollet, and they chatted away until dincer time, 
and Bir Lionel was told about f6, and his opinion 
asked, and bia approval given of the coscume 
O'Hara had chosen. 

The next morning punctually ab eleven Maggie 
entered the great picture gallery, which the 
artled had chosen for bis studio, as the huge bay 
windows, reaching nearly to the ociling, gave euch 
splendid lights for painting. He was walting for 
her, looking very handsome {n a velvet ovat of 
artistic cat, with a mahbl-etick in his hand, a 
flush om hie face that hid the lines and did away 
with the haggard look habitaal to 1b now, and an 
eager light in his deep blue eyes. 

An favoluntary of admiration escaped his 
lips as she en ; she looked so exquisiely 
beantiful. The heavy dress fell in gracetai folds 
around her elender figure, and ewep? out far be- 
hind, adding dignity to her appearance. 

It was cut low in the front, and lef: uncovered 
the warm white neck, with {ts Aashing collar of 
opals and diamonds; the dimpled snowy arms 
were bare te the shoulder, save for the costiy 
jewels clasped on them ; her eunbright hair was 
twisted into a coronet on to the top of the dainty 
head ;. there was o delicate flash on the oval 


te crush down the mad lon which sesatied 
him to take ber in hie arma press her cloce 
to. his heart that beat go , fe .nlmost 
seemed to euffocate him with throbs. 
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one the Baronet would pay him liberally for his 


come out equally well in the 

“I don’t eee why fc shouldn't,” he sald at Inat, 
mastering the wave of passion that had ewept 
over him and facing her. “I think ft perfect, 
and the arrengement of your hafr particularly 


“Oa, thanks |” 

“Will you come here and let me pose you! 
Ab, Mlyneux !” he added, as the Baronet came 
tu, ‘' Jast in time to give me the benefit of your 
opinion, How shall I d - Lady Molyneux— 
standing, sitting, or reclin 

“ Weil, really, my dear ive. I don’t know,” 
responded Sir Lionel, “Which do you think 
would be best 1” 

“Sitting, I think, a little forward. Don’t 
you ? ty 

Yes, perhape eo, but I want you to do it your 
way. I know it will be a very good way, and I 
Gon’ mean to Interfere at all.” 

“I hope you don’t,” thought Terence to him- 
eel? ; ** Ip will be the worse for you if you do,” 
Aloud he remarked, ‘‘ Vory well, then, I shali 
follow my own inclinations,” 

** Yee, do, Ionly came in for a moment. I 
am off to Inchfeld Farm. Ose of my —— 
Out at grass there, I hear this morning, ha 
strained his leg. Iam going to see the Bow 


oe the damage, and if anything can be done for 
.” 


Al Yer. ” 

"Bo, good-bye. Good-bye, my dar! Don’t 
tire yourself by sltiiog too long,” -% with a 
kiss. he took his departure. 

O'Hara set his teeth hard, as the Baronet’s 
lips met Maggie's, He felt thas he would like 
to har! biraself on him and throttle the life out 
of him, eo that he might never again touch the 
lips vbat he, O Hara, coveted. All the wild 
Irish blood fo him boiled, as he thought of the 
owe that other man possessed which should 

his, 

Tae old craving for revenge woke with re- 
doubled vigour. He would do anything—dare 


a think {t looks very well, and I hope tt will 
pleture. 


She raised her eyes to his as she spoke, bub some- 
thing in the burning glance she met made her 
lids droop, and ber hands tremble. 

sae shall not pass hours dally alone here 


suciving, to speak quis, but, erieyiog ‘snd 
speak g % wr g an 
twisting her hands fn the folds of her heavy 
er ee Cee oe 
er h 
“To will be an unmitigated loss to me, one that 
1 shail be hardly able to bear.” 
“ We must bear all thio 
a volon ecarcely above a wh 
‘Yes, when they cannobd be remedied,” he 
answered quickly; “ bat when they can, why 
should we go on eating our hearts out with vain 
longings, bitter regrets 1” 


“Neither do L My lose can be remedied, 
wool > get pg esl nay, I do love 


*Y Me, O Hara” She made a gesture of repal- 
sion and indignation. 

“Nay, hear me,” he cried, . “ You owe 
me that at least, Think of the days and nights 
of misery your falseness has condemned me to 
think of them and listen to mo.” 

“I—I cannot Heten to such words,” and she 
made an effort to go, but he stood before her, 
barring the way, his passion-worn face darkly 
fluehed, his eyes gleaming cruelly. 

“You shall Heten. Is the past, and the j joye 
we shared together dead ve ‘out rps thee ns | 
— to you! My blasted. hopes, my wreck 

e 

“ Let me go—let me go !” she implored, 

“No, not til! I have aald my eny, not till you 
have heard me, and given the answer to my 
prayer. I love you still. I rebel madly against 
the fate that bas made you another man’s wife. 
Break the bonds that hold you, and fly with me, 
I am your firet love ; you care for me, you were 
dezzled by his wealth. I am rich now; I will 
cherish you tenderly, Come with me, love.” 

He caught the nervelesn hands that huang by 
her side tightly fin his, an@ pressed them against 


” she murmured, in 


eoything to obtain it: Why had love come to | hie 


him as @ curse, 2 passion of pain, a madness of 
misery! Why had al! the fever and the fret of 
t fallen on bis head, and nothing but the gread 
}'y of possession, the calm delight of requited 
éffeciion, been the portion of the other ? 

The golden hopes of his youth had not been 
realised ; they had ended io a disappointment 
bisck and bitter as death. The gall had fallen 
to his share, the honey to Sir Lionel’s. He had 
missed what was pledeant and good in life, or, 
rather, had been robbed of ft, The anguish of 
the thought woke all the old pain and pasefon 
with bitver clamour. 

Bat he would have revenge, he would yet win ; 
and with that thought uppermost In his mind he 
worked away through the sultry, summer days, 
feasting his eyes on the loveliness that he told 
himeelf would one day be his, despite the bond 
thst bound the woman he coveted to another, 

Moaggle did not eee the glances full of passion 
and longing that he cast at her, or, Innocent as 
ehe was, she might have taken fright, and have 
fost the serene feeling of happiness and security 
that had come to her of late. But he had posed 
her on a high, throne-like sorb of couch, with 
her head turned slightly to the right and her 
eyes locking out over the park and woodland, so 
they eseaped her notice; and his declaration 
when It did come burst on her like a thunder- 
clap beard on a bright, calm summer’s day, and 
aimost overwhelmed her with horror and dls- 


may. 

* Will it be finished soon now!” she asked one 
sultry morning sfter the sitting was over. 

“ Before very long,” he replied. ‘' Will you 
be glad or sorry?” he & moment ster, 
fixing his eyes intently on the rose-blush face 
beside him. 

“Both,” she answored lightly. “ ‘ Othello’s 
occupation will be e." Bat you, I am sure, 
will be unfeignedly t a.” 

“On the contrary,” be rejoined, pointedly, "I 
shall be unfel ly sorry. 

“WL you?” she sid, ‘innocently. “Why?” 





‘Come with me, banish the clonds that 
surround me, make my life ® long dream of 
happiness |” 

He bent over her, and looked in Samia 
She did not resie®, did not shrink away ; she sim 
stood there as though turned to stone, “ 
before her into vacancy, with widely open eyes, 
fall S ints 6 that saw nothing. 

a he went on softly, thinking she was 
abies" “Let the memory of the old days 
plead for me. We were meant for each other. 
No power op sarth can keep ue aparb—no power 
on earth can keep ms away from your side. 
Come! Let everything be forgotten—save 
that we love, as never man and woman loved 
before.” 

He bent lower, throwing bls arm round ber, 
and attempting to press his lips to hers, Tue 
action seemed to bresk the spell which bad fallen 
on her, With a low cry she wrenched herself 
from his embrace, and drew her girlish graceful 
figure erect to its full height, looking at him with 
flashing eyes. 

* How dare you fneult me?” she asked in low, 
tremulous tones, the proud sweet lips quivering 
with suppressed earption. For a moment he 
shrank from the flash of those glorious violet 
eyes, then he esid hoarsely, — 

* Toeuls you | What do you mean? Is the 
offer of » man’s love an insult fF” 

**Vae offer of yours to me is an unparalleled 
insult,” she answered proudly, “You have 
made @ terrible mistake. I love and adore my 
husband, you I despise, and shall for the future 
treat with the contempt you richly merit.” 

Tn an instant the white heat of rage changed 
the man’s handsome face into something almost 
too diabolical to behold. 

“ Take care, take care!” he cried,” my heart 
Mes for a second time at your feet, Peware how 
you trample on ic again—beware how you make 
it bleed, You shall wy, a terrible price for every 
drop you wring from 

‘Let me pase,” a said, coldly ; “I do not 
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wish to lower myself by listening to sueh lan- 


Be stopped forward she waving 

aside, tha Tock sn her Mga aotiet 
euch an insult should be offered te Tenet 
traged dignity, injured pride, 


: 
i 


Aa Rapper see you, madam-— 

you ike a ipped spaniel, Y. 

will be aflent for his sake!” ™ 
"Yes! Oh, yea!” 

wae & word, nob giving a single 


yw you will be the same onbwardly to 
me 

For a moment she heeftated, and then mur- 
mured " Yeo” almost 5 

‘That is well,” he rejoined, with thinly-veiled 
triumph, “and as the portrait fs nob yet finished 
you must continue the a : 

“Mo—no |” she ejaculated, stretching out her 


“You must, Your nob doing so would 
mage Molyneux'’e suspicions, and that would 
never do.” 


H 





ling rapidity, shutting out all that was pleasant 


“Boy o trunk, Pat?” sald a dealer, ‘* And 


from the future, leaving it greyer, duller, more | what for should I buy » trunk!” rejoined Pat. 


barren, and making a worse man of him—a man 
utterly lost to mercy or pity—stony, hard, cold, 
immovable, Hving but for one thing—his re- 


vevge ! Ss 

“What a fool I have been,” he said, half- 

aloud, ‘‘ to put my faith a second time in woman, 

to trust to such » rotten reed. J must find 
eleewhere,”’ 


| 
" Yes ; but where was he to find that pleasare ! 
There would be no pleasant places in the world 
for him, His Island of Happiness had sunk down 
Inte the ocean—down—down, far beneath the 
ay tile, wha bape Ces choy! pve, one 
tale, t cess, and 
80 brought about his own ruiv. _ 

He had been foolish, and lost the Httle happ!- 
ness he had possessed, for he knew, now thao he 
had lost it, how dearly he prized Maggie's society 
and the friendship she had been willing to give 
him ; for thongh fn a way be hated her, with 
mad, wild hatred, born of jealousy, still at the 
loved her, and weuld to the last 


(To be continued.) 
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FACETIA. 


A voy who had read of sailors heaving up 
anchors wanted to know if i was sea-sickness 
that made therm do it, 

A maw asked an Irishman why he wore his 
stockings side outward, ‘‘ Becanse,” said 
he, ‘there's a on the other side.” 

Srarpoanp: “Hurrah! I’ve found a enultana 
fm this cake!” Attic: “If you tell the land- 
lady perhaps she will let you keep it for your 
honesty.” 

Sxa-sroe Vierron: * What e ificent villa ! 
Tt must have costa fortune.” Driver: “ Toat's 
Smith’s cottage.” Visitor: ‘‘ Ah, indeed ! Smith 
the sosp man, or Smith the pill man!” 

"You sald Mrs, Wabash got her furniture on 
the t plan, didn’t you?” Mre. Dear- 
born: ** Yes; she’s had four busbands, and got 
a little with each one.” 


"Do mean to tell me,” sald the unfor- 
tunate t, “ that the whole property in dis- 
pute has been wasted in costes?” ‘'I enld it had 


been absorbed, my friend—nobt wasted,” replied 
the lawyer, who hed got most of It, 
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“To put your clothes fn,” was the reply, ‘And 
| A yell exclaimed Pat; “the divil a bit of 
it)’ 

“Yxzs, John,” said the fond mother, fondling 
thelr firet offepring, “ they all say the baby looks 
just like you and not a bit like me.” “Too 
bad,” marmaured the proud parent. “ You know 
they say the handsomest babies always grow up 
to be homely.” 

Mes Cnvurcuiey: **Whati Is fb possible 
that while at Fashion Bay you actually went out 
sail! with a young man on Sunday!” 
Dangbter : “ Y-e-s, ma; but there was scarcely 
any wind, ma, and we went real slow, just ae if 
we were going to church, you know.” 

An Irishman, who was standing ‘on London 
Bridge, eald to a youth: “* Faith, and I think I 
know yees; what's yer name!” “Jones,” 
sald the boy. ‘Jones, Jones,” sald the Irleb- 
man; ‘‘and I knew seventeen ould malds by 
that name in Dablin ; was aither of them yer 
mither 1” 

“I wish, Suzan, that when you give baby « 
bath you would use the thermometer, so as to as- 
certain whether the water is at the proper tem- 
peratare.” “Oh, don’t you worrlt about that, 
ma'am ; I don’t need no ‘mometers, If the little 
*an turns red, the water's too hob; if ti turns 
a {it’s too cold ; and that’s all there is abort 
it! 

Thetr only boy was reading the ” wanteds'’ in 
the drapery columa, and drew his mother’s at- 
tention to the following advertieement, which 
was jast the thing he wae looking for :— 
** Wanted, a young man, part in shop and part 


our.” “You shan’t go, boy,” exclaimed the 
mother, ‘If the door bangs to you'll be cut in 
hali.” 


“ We want a map,” sald the head of the detec- 
tive agency, " who ls nob only keen and caleulat- 
ing, but has nerve enough bo carry him through 
every ordeal.” ‘* You little know,” sald the 
applicant, “‘ what my resources are; but I give 
you my word that [ can walk into post-office 
and ask one of the young ladies for a halfpeanry 
stamp.” And he was taken on at once. 

He came home to find her wrapped fn a tear- 
fal mish of woe, “Surely,” he asked, acenting 
some deep calamity, "your mother——" ‘ No, 
no!" she moaned. ‘It fs not that!” ‘ Your 
sister's baby has not-———”  ‘ Worse, worte |” she 
cried. “'Ohb, John dear, I found this afternoon 
that the moths had got into our new front-room 
carpet!” What could a mere man do to com- 
fort a woman crushed down by such a blow a 
that} 
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Machines et work. Address— 


SEWING 
84 DEPT 381 BROOKE STREET. HOLBORN. LONDON, E.C. 


“/- SEWING MACHINE 


“As to Her Imperial M the Empress Alexandra of Russia.” 

7 HIS Sots Dek wide ok Teor cemete ain toh of oe 
costing higher prices. Entirely made of metal, with steel and 

ee in ee Dae et. It has no com’ on like other 
machines, re does not require to be learnt. No win of bobbins. No 


trouble. No teaching. No ex once ; and is everywhere su eding the ald- 

Suidaua teenbiastens wadeeee S veoriale of 

Paid for 4s, 6d.; two for 88. 6d. Extra Needles, 6d. and 
Opinions 


t works fine or coarse materials equally as 
and Testimonials, or call and see the 


MACHINE CO., 
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SOCIETY. 


Ty November next the ‘Duke and Duchess of 
York will be the guests of the Earl of Durham at 
Lambton Castle, a | 

Wan Queen Victoria ontertains, the plate 
used ie aglected from the.atore kept In strong- 
rooms ad Windsor Castle, which fs valued at 
£1 500 660. t tea 


Queen Viotent has never .visited Monte 
Cario, and has never received the relgning Prince 
and Princess, To Her Majesty it seems a perfect 
scandal that a ruler derive revenues from 
a place which ensmares and ruins thousands, 


Dake avd Duchess of Fite, The annaal big 


deer-drives in Mar Forest will take place daring | 


the Princa’s visit, 
Tus Dake ont Dusharn York will not return 


and Dachess of. Fife at Mar Lodge; while on 
thelr way south, abous.the end of September, 
they will be the guesta of the Duke and Dachess 
of Buccleuch st Drumlanrig Castle, Damfries- 
shire, for a few days, ‘ 
THERE are three rlogs which the Qacen never, 
by auy chance, removes from her hand, Oae is 
the litele ename! slag, set with a diamond, 
given to her when qaitea child by Albert ; 
another fs her betrothal-ring, a beautifal snake 


of emeralds; and the third fs a plain narrow 
band—her wedding. 


years until he Is old enough to go toa 
His Royal Highness ten : cue 

vy: an & 
scholar, so that he will find no great 
in his new mode of Ife, 
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dinner—a dignified and 
repast. Next in regalar succession, 
household, the omer scot the nursery, 
Her Msjesty’s lancheon... Each set of. dishes 

its exact placean the tn Poeeg which is & 
dream of magtt.” The tablé ts of hollow 

with hollow legs. The rlm tw of brass, Sieam 
py at et cae {t ts covered with 
an immaculste clo The dishos rest here until 
each server arrives 6 take the course, The great 
larder ab Windsor is & wonderful sight, The 
lower lerder fs a shaft for Ice, and in» connection 


with thfs ts salting-chamber, all cat in the solld 
chalk cliff, 


THE Hereditary Prince of Baxe-Welmar, who 
has recently 
Dace ot Guinea Pap ot te tea Bh ree 
achess of Connaught, [s one o 
matches in Europe. The Prince is ab Laon 
next helr ( hia grandmother, the late 
Grand Dachese 
Netherlands ; but, even if this succession comes 
to nothing, he wil! tnherit the throne of Saxe. 
Weimar from bis grandfather, the Grand Duke 
Charles, her ae with very large and rich family 
estates and a fortune of sixty mililons of matk« 
The Hereditary Prince was born in Jane, 1376, 
and he {» nearly three years older than his fnture 
wife. The Grand Dachess Sophia isft a huge 
by millions of marks going to her 
husband, the Grand Dake Charles, for his life, 
and then to his heir, while twea ere 
divided between her two daug 
millions and valuable estates in Silesia went to 
her grandsop, Prince Bernard, younger brother 


‘ol thé 
‘be set down ab twenty-three and » half acres. 


been betrothed to ’the Duchess} 


ia) to the throne of the | of 





of the Hereditary Pciuca, 


STATISTIOS, 


Tur. » ‘are 1,000 novels published fn Londen 
every year—~that fs, about three a day. 

THe shores’ of ‘the’ British’ Islands, Holland, 
and France maintain the greatest nuriber of 
lighthouses fm proportion te mileage, 

Tux share of land falling to each inhabitant 
6 globe, in the event of a partition, mighd 


THe heart of a vegetarian beats ou an ayerags 
of fifty-eight to the minute; thas of the meat- 
eater savonty-five. This ts a difference 


‘of 20,000 beats fn twenty-four hours, 





GEMS. 


Tue true culture of personal beauty is not 
external; {t fs heart work, 

Tur imaginative faculiy of the soul must be 
fed with objects immense and eternal. ; 

Economy ts half the battle of life. As a 
rule ft fs not so hard to earmn money as to 
spend {b well, 

Ix the man whose childhood has koown 
caresses and kindness there fs always a fibre 


of memory that can be touched to gentle iseues, |, 
To a certain extent the will can regulate the | Her 


surroundings, and so indirectly Inflachce the 
unconscious life. pe tgs ae a see theetee ot 
tionally forming habite and supplying motives, 
and thas building ap:the more prominent but 
not the mors essential:ephere of volaatery and 
consclour power. 





HOUSEHOLD TREASUEES. 


— 
7 


mortar with the yolks of two hard-bofle? *zs, 
six pickled capers, a little 
cayenne pepper and salt to taste; a squeeze of 


lemon jaice is an improvement, but, If not to 
hand, ues the caper ny) instead, Make lato 
flat sandwiches between Hovis or any other brown 

bread-and-butter. 
Cuzesz Toast.—Pat half an ounce of butter 
into.a small. enamelled... ;.when it Is 
add four ounces of cheese, 


melted, . cooking : 
grated, a dust of csyenne and salt, » rery little 
made musterd, aud half ® teaspoonful of Wor- 
cester sauce, Stir the cheése over a quick fire 
until it is melted, and then tt on to sinail 
rounds of ‘fried bread ; some browned 
cruribs over the top, and eérv¥e at once, 

Tantang Savce —Pabthe yolke of two raw eggs 
into a busid’ ‘wich half a Sonful of sali, a 
little ,and half @ teaspoonful each of 
French ‘English made mustard. Then add 
about half a pint of salad-oll, drop by drop, 
stirring the sauce one “way all the time: When 
{tis stiff, add one teaspoonful each of tarra- 
nm, chill, and malt wineget/and elght or ten 
ops of lemon-jaice, Stir in all 0 fedep ones al 

mixed chopped capers and gherkins, and one 
tablespoonfal of Chopped tarragon,” chervil and 
parsley. This sauce should be made very stiff. 

Cuxen Rotis —Half-pound cooked shicken, 
tepeasarathess Seton Nov tohinaeonteke white 
Oa OR- ja! 0 white 
stook,one dot4n small roils, pepper, salé and nat- 
toeg,’ ‘Toe rollaeau be bought troca the beker ; 
cut fbem Io and scoop utmost of the soft 
bread fa the mince the 
chicken ham very , aod pound fo a 
mortar—If you have o with phe ba 


ten | and seasoning, the atock being added-to 
the paste. Fill the rolls with this mixture, 
them together, and brash them over with 
and put fn acool piace to dry. 





tonsa Ng hove bemper. the Bight and 
heat, and are grateful to the human eye. 

Tax raflwa tn New Bouth Wales.and 
Victoria are t, All travellers by rati be- 


of the the Nie ) receiving 

ta peu ene al’ spolpnesl Tots a const-de- 
fence vessel of 3,500 tons, me 
Tur English are building a across the 
Nile at Assuan, which fs of 36 to 40 feet 


mile anda quarter-iong. The total work will 
cost about £1,400,000 ; bub nearly 
this will go for approaches. 
Ronawar accidents seldom 
means used 


tied to deehboard. When 

al takes the bit Im bis teeth, aad the sk 
the driver ts uscless ; bub the moment the’ pres 
sure comes on the windpipe the horse knows he 
has met his master. > ee! 
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their catch, and 
tor food untaloted, but more often remind 
one of #1 enoek.” Bat thele delight seems 
to be fish they find oating tn the, wabee, on t, 
kflied, and haif-eaten by o fish-eagle., These 
have been killed rola ly then oF foae dag aod 
are uscaily pu when found, In ., condi. 
tion the tee eat ther with evident satleiac: 

‘The great number of lepers found ea the 
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NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Aty.~Yes, certainly it would be perjury. 

F. D.—The moarriage is valid and binding. 

A, K.—You had much better see 2 solicitor. 
Bonoc.arsi.The Channel Islands belong to Great 


etter make a will and dispose of 
fou think best. 
Unys.—We think there fs little likelihood of any 
‘hatever taken. 


youth under twenty-one is not competent 
ve @ valid receipt for s legacy. St 
Sun’ Ross.—It fs quite beyond our power t> under- 
take private correspondence with our readers, fo 
Loor.—You bavo donb aj! that say requires, 
need not invite further insult by attempting to do 
A Patvarrs Morren.--Write to th 


officer of the regiment your son isin stating your cir-| Misery Mz—Your troubles are amorg 
‘tances. 


ordinary kind which arise to bother lovers, and will a..: 
disappear as the course ef true love runs on, without 
making apy efforta whatever to overcome them. 
t the chances are that much more serious difiicalties 
th ; so you had better use the trifi 
annoyances present as a means of discipline, an 
of preparation for the more grievous ones that may 


poons at the corners of the table are 
any Chat are rr quired on the right- 
ishes a8 neod them. 

betrothal :firger is the same as the 
lady may, however, wear an; 


love of ornament. 


top of the mould and 


THE WHITE ROSE. 


I saiv to the rose: “ Ob, ruse, sweet rose | 
Will you Ie on my heart to-night, 

Will you nestle there, with your perfume rare, 
And your petels pure and white!” 


I said to the ross : “ Oh, rose, sweet rose | 

Will you thrill to my every s/gb, 
exhale in the morning pale, 

you wither and fade and die?” 


1 sald to the rose; ‘‘ Oh, rose, sweet rove | 
Wilt you throb with my every breath 


G D.—Bit down before the bird, and 
exer sqating 2 
ee 


imitate 
way you ean got it to talk. 


The white rose lifted her atately head 
And auswered me fair and true ; 

** Tam bappy antl blest to lle on your breast 
Por the woman who gave me to you |” 
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A BOOK FOR LADIES. 


The knowledge contained in this book is of PRICE 
LESS VALVE TO EVERY MARRIED LADY, aud hae 
been the means of brightening the lives of thousands 
It contains a large amount of valuable information 
All will profit by it, as the knowledge gained 
i) leas, and cannot but do good. Sent in sealed 
envelope for two stamps. 

A lady writes us: “I have read your book. It w 
poo | invaluable, and gave me the information I have 
sought after for years.” 


B. VIMULE, Dalzteon Lane, London, N.E 


How to Play the Piano. 


Unique Tutor by PROF. MUNRO. 

This marvellous tutor (sclf-instractor) is comprehenatve, full 
music size, and as simple as ABO, Ii enables anyors, with or 
withont eevriges knowledge of music, to learn in iers than one 

play the piano or Orgen beautifully, accompany songs in 








keys, improvise, and play dance musrio, Mort strongly recem- 
mended to ai! music lovers by the re Times ani other papers 
Absolutely invaluable ase time saaverand pleasure-giver. You cae 
now become immediately your own accompanist, eto, Everyone iv 
charmed with it. Post free, de, Gi. 


VOICE PRODUCTION AND SINGING. 


New Treatise base’ on the true Italian method, showing how to 
breathe, preduce, and preserve the voice ; also how to phrase and 
eing with ease, good.teste and effect, Very highly recommended 
by eminent authorities; Invsalasble to all Singers, Olergymen ant 


Public Speakers. Post, free, ls. 


THE TEMPLE PUBLISHING CO., 
44e, Bell Yard, London, W.C. 








KE ARSLEY Siooyerrs REPUTATION 
WIDOW WELCH Ss 
FEMALES PILLS« 


















quaniity on a 

enny & leave 
it over night. If 
it sets up acid 
the surface will 
become green 
with Verdigris, 


*““MATCHLESS”” 
———— ES 


will not turn 

metal greenand 

is therefore free 
from acid, 


“o 
“MATCHLESS ‘w= POLISH 


And take no other. 
Paton, Calvert & Go., Liverpool. 


TOWLES "sr" PILLS 


QUICKER. Y CORRECT ALL, IRREGULARITIES, REMOVE ALL 
OBSTRUCTIONS, and relicve the distressing eymptoms eo 
prevalent with the sex. a 2/9 (contains three 
times the quantity), of all Chemists, Sentanywhero 
on receipt of 15 or 34 stamps, by B. T, TOW LE & Co., 
Manufacturers, Dryden St., Nottingham. 

Imitations, inuriows 
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Tax Lonpos Resaprm can be sent te any part of the 
free Three-halfpence Weekly ; or ‘ 
Eightpences. The yearly eubsortption 


One end 

for the Monthly Part, including a Part, is 

Right Shillings and Hightpence, post-free. 7 
Au Back Nomeens, Pants and Votomes are [no 

print, and may be had of any Booksellers. 
NOTICE.—Part 460 is Now Ready Sixpence, 

post free, Kightpence. Also Vol. +, bound in 

cloth, 4s. 6d. 


Tax INDEX to Vou. LXXIL is now Ready; Price 
One Penny, post-free, Three-halfpenes. 


Atz. Lerrens TO pe Aponzesep To Tae Epitor 
wa Lonpow Reaper, 26, Catherine Btroet, Strand, 


«", We cannot undertake to return rejected mano 
cortpts. 
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IN A TIGHT SQUEEZE. 


Wuewn the coal gives out, sometimes the fires 
under steamships’ boilers are kept going by 
burning the woodwork of the vessel. Ina tight 
squeeze human ingenuity finds out many a help- 
ful ‘expedient. Necessity is often the mother of 
invention. 

People lost in forests have subsisted on nuts 
and berries until rescued. Sailors in open boats 
have mitigated the agony of thirst by chewing 
bits of leather. 
she can, and almost anything can be made useful 
in a sharp emergency. 

But that is all you can say. Even Green- 
fanders, who drink animal oi! and eat polar bears 
(unless the bears first eat them) do better on 
civilized food, when an Arctic expedition manages 
to spare them some. You may consult Nansen, 
Peary, etc., on this head. 

We infer that no human being can do well 
on slops—such as milk, broth, soup, soda-water, 
etc. The walls of a house are best made of 
brick or stone, and the people who live in the 
house must be built of solid materials as well. 

Alackaday!. however. Here we. frequently 
meet up with a difficulty. Whilst bricks, stuck 
together with mortar, may be put anywhere, 
solid victuals cannot be used in a human body 
whenever you like. They slip into their places 
beautifully in the case of Mr. Jones, for instance, 
while his neighbour Smith regards them with 
an aversion that amounts to horror; ceding 
them at the same time as a house needs a rock 
foundation. 

The sorriest item in Mrs. Henworth’s letter, 
it seems to me, is where she says, ‘‘ For weeks 
and weeks together I took no solid food at all ; 
I lived on soda-water, milk, broth, soup, and 
such things.” After telling us ¢hat it is hardly 
necessary for her to add that she became~too 
weak and feeble to go about. One may keep 
out of the grave on a diet of that sort, but he 
doesn’t work and sing on it. 

This lady’s story is short and plain, and may, 
perhaps, be instructive to a lot of us who are 
in like case. “In the autumn of 1896,” she 
goes on to say, “I began to feel miserable and 
ailing. The energy and life seemed gone from 
me—nor could I tell what the matter was. My 


Nature tries to be as liberal as | 











appetite forsook me, and after eating what little 
I did take, I had much pain at the stomach and 
chest. 


‘For weeks and weeks together I took no 
solid food; I lived on soda-water, milk, broth, 
soup, and such things. For several weeks I was 
confined to my bed. 

“A doctor attended me,-but I felt none the 
better for what he did, although, in so saying, | 
do not mean to cast any reflection upon him or 
on his profession, It stands to reason that no 
doctor can-cure-a-disease unless he has the medi- 
cine that is suited to it. , 

“While I was in this condition, with no hope 
of relief, I happened one day to get to talking 
with Mrs. Wright, a good neighbour of mine. 
I told her how I felt and what had been done 
for me without any benefit, At this time I was 
so bad I could get only a trifle of sleep at night ; 
and heavy sweats broke out over me, rapidly 
taking away the small remnant of strength I had 
left. It looked as if I were going into a decline ; 
and to that, as everyone knows, there is apt to be 
but one end. 

“ Hearing all this, and-seeing how disheart- 
ened and low-spirited I was, Mrs. Wright said 
she believed she knew a medicine that would 
help me if it did not cure me. She said she 
referred to Mother Seigel’s Syrup, which had 
cured her when she was well-nigh as bad as I was. 

“On this I got a bottle and began with it 
immediately. In a few days I felt relieved 
and allowed myself to hope I would get well. 
Using the syrup faithfully, as directed, I was 
soon convinced that it would cure me.. I com- 
menced to eat stronger food and it gave me no 
trouble. Gradually I came to be able to eat 
good, solid meals—taking for a time a dose of 
the Syrup right away after eating—until I was 
in perfect health, and as active and vigorous as 
ever. | 

“From that time on I had no return of the 
ailment. I can eat anything I want, and it does 
me good. I believe no one will ever have indi- 
gestion if he only takes an occasional dose of 
Mother Seigel’s Syrup.”—(Signed) (Mrs:) Samues 
Henwortu, 123, Elmore Green Road, Bloxwich, 
near Walsall, South Staffs, April 26, 1898. 





London? Published by the Propristor at 36, Oatharine Strost, Strand, and peinted by Wooueatt ead Kinoan, Long Aare, W.0. 
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‘No Better Food.’’—pr. ANDREW WILSON, F.R.S.E., &c. 
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GOLD MEDALLISTs,  __ 
108, STRAND, | 
The Paradise for the Deaf. 


Be C. REIN & SON, Patentees, Sole Inventors, and Makers of the NEW. ACOUSTIC 
i INSTRUMENTS, awarded Prize Medals in 1851, 1855, 1862, 1867, 1873, 1878, 1886, 1892, 
ahd 1894; Inventors, Makers, and Patentees of the ANT!-ACOUSTIC PROTECTOR, &c. 


“ACOUSTIC HATS & BONNETS, 


/For Ladies or Gentlemen, in all styles or to order. 
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The greatest variety of ACOUSTIC INSTRUMENTS suitable for every degree 
of Deafness, for Church and general conversation—some to wear, some to hold, 
some to fit in the cavity of the ear, of flesh colour, hardly observable. 


ACOUSTIC CONVERSATIONAL TUBES, 


TO ANY AND FOR THE MOST EXTREME DEGREE GF DEAFNESS. 


EVERY KIND OF ACOUSTIC TRUMPET AND 
ACOUSTICAL CONTRIVANGE. 


Amongst our numerous and distinguished clientele may be mentioned H.R.H. the late DUGHESS 
OF KENT and several members of the Reigning Royal Families. 
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WRITE FOR ILLUSTRATED PRICE LIST AND FULL PARTICULARS. ae 


RO. REIN & SON, {08, STRAND, sx oie Bxeter. Hall, 
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The Cure for Skin Diseases, Eruptions, 
Blotches, Eczema, Acne, Disfigure- 
ments. Makes the Skin Clear, Smooth 


e 2s, Gd. 
SOLD EVERYWHERE. 


QUININE AND {IRON | 


ac. TONG 


pa 0 Appetite, Cures 
Hvsteria, Nervous Complaints, Vitek gy 
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FOR YOUTHFUL APPEARANCE. .; BEAUTIFUL 1 HAIR. 


ONE LiQuID. 


No. 1.. Black 
) No. 2..Dark Brown 
wae No. 3..Light Brown 
Golden Brown 
mene or Auburn 


26, 36, 5/- & 106 (PRIVATELY PACKED). 


J. BRODIE, 4] MYSEUM STREET, LONDON 
Established 1868, Once Tried, Always U 








Quickly correct ali 
irregularities, remove 
all obstructions, and 
relieve the distressing 
symptoms so preva- 
lent with the sex. 
Boxes Is. lid. & 2s. Od. (the 
latter contains three times 
the quantity) of all Chemists. 
Sent anywhere on receipt of 
l5or 34stampeby &.T. TowLe 

Co., Manufacturers, Dry- 
den Street, Nottingham. 

‘ce ware of imitauons injurious & worthless! 


FOR VACANT POSITIONS on this COVER 


pply— 
ADVERTISEMENT MANAGER, 
26, Catherine Street, Strand, London W.C, 























SEE ME TAKE A 


WHELPTON'S 
PILL. 


Keep your eye > the = at the yall a picture oy Pewter of me you - a line with your 
THE BEST FAMILY MEDICINE. 

THE BEST LIVER PILL. 

THE BEST CURE FOR INDIGESTION. 

BEST PREVENTIVE .OF SEA SICKNESS. 


7hd., 1/43, and 2/9, of all Chemists. 
Pree by Posi in the United Kingdom for &, 14, or 32 Stamps. 
G. WHELPTON & SON, 
3, CRANE COURT, FLEET STREET, LONDON, a 








CHARMING MUSIC FOR WINTER EVENINGS. 


wife CAMPBELL’S 


GOLD MEDAL 


Sand abe we 


With Organ and Celestia) Tone, and Charming 
Bell Accompaniments. 


NO HOME SHOULD BE WITHOUT ONE. 
The Solemn Psalm, 
Merry Dance, can all be played on these Charming Instruments. 

NO KNOWLEDGE OF MUSIC REQUIRED. 


ENORMOUS DEMANDS. 


wa 200,000 Testimonials. 
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Special Offer to the readers of the Lonpow Reaver. 
Campbell’s ‘‘Gem” Melodeon . 
Campbell’s ‘‘ Miniature’? Melodeon . : . 
Campbell’s ‘‘Paragon’’ Melodeon ° . s dfe 
Campbell’s ‘‘ Favourite’’ Melodeon. ° 16/6 


Cut out this and send P.0.0. for the amount. Either sent carriage paid in Great 
Britain and Ireland. Money returned if not approved. ORDER aT oncE 


Price only 6/9 
10/9 











All lovers of music should at once send for our New Illustrated Privilege 
Price List for 1899, now ready. 
yearly. Send penny stamp to 





MELODEONS 


the Soul-stirring Hymn, the Cheerful Song, and the | 


Selling in Thousands, | 


150,000 of these valuable lists sent out | 


ia POLISH. 


PATON,CALV 
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CAMPBELL & CO, ,, Musical Instrument Makers, 116, Trongate, Glasgow. | 


GS The Largest Stock of Musical Instruments ia the Kingdom, 


Established 50 years. N.B.—Beware of worthless imitations. 
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